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Chapter I 


The Cunning of Harvey Grimm 


A QrKEK,‘tincxncct('d streak of sunshine, which 
by some miracle had found its way through a 
pall of clouds and a low-hanging mist, suddenly 
fell as tliough exhaxisted deross the asphalt 
path of the Embankment (hardens. A tall, 
gaunt young man, who had been seated yrith 
folded iiTpm Ii.,the comer of one of the scats, 
sts:*' 4 at it ns iJiough lx wiKlered. Ilis^ eyes 
suddenly met tlyse of a yf)uiig lady in^ deep 
black, who was ga/.ing ai)oul her iu simile 
stupefaction. Almost at onee, and with ‘perfect 
spontaneity, she smiled ujxm him* 

“ But'it is astonishing, thi**! ”'shc ex(4aimed. 
“ Sunshine in I*ondon--in January ! ” 

The young man was a little* confused. lie 
a as very dillidcnt, and such hu*k of conven- 
tionality on the part of a perfect stranger 
surprised him. 

“ It is unusual,” lu* admitted. 

“ It is a thing which I have never sec*n,” she 
went on, (hupping voice a little and glanoin^ 
towards a bath-chair close at hand, in which aiv 
elderly and very delicate-looking old genth*man 
was muffled up in furs and apparently asleep. 
“ It is something, even, for which had not 
dared to hope. We seem so far here from 
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CV(*bythmg that is bright and bcantiful and 
cheerful.” 

Aaron Hodd, who was a shy and awkward 
being, felt unexpeetedly at his ease. He was 
even anxious for further eonversatit»n. lie 
had a ratlu'r long, pale faee, with d( ep-set eyes 
and rugged features. Ih* was soberly, even 
sombrely dressed in dismal blaek. He had the 
air of a recluse. Perhaps that was why the 
young lady smiled uj)on him with such eonti- 
dcnce. 

” You are not English ? ” he vt'utured. 

She shook her head. 

“What we are now, al.as ! *’ sin* sighed, 
glancing tow'ard'. the bath-el air, “ x •• '”jreejy 
Know, for W(' have no country . Jjik<* every one 
else in such a plight, wc eonii* to England.” 

“ It is your father who sleeps there ? ” he 
enquired. 

It '^^is my grandfather,” she told hun. 
“Together— he and I and my brollnr- we 
have passed through terrible times. He has 
lost ttll pow’er to sleep at night. In tin* day- 
time, when it does n(»t rain, he is wheeled out 
here, and, if it is tmly not loo cold, then he 
sleeps as he docs now, and I watch.” 

“ You arc very young to have charge of him.” 

She vSiniled a little pitifully. 

“ One grows old so tiuieUy in these tcn-lble 
days ! I am already twenty-one. But you.” 
she went on — “see how imjuisitive I am ! — 
I saw you^yesterday from the distance, seated 
here. There arc nursemaids ant} queer frag- 
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ments of humanity vrho.sccm to pa^ throiigh 
these gardens and loiter, and sometimra tliere 
are those with affairs who go on their way^ 
But you — ^what do* you fhiuk of ns you sit 
there V You are a writer, perhans ? ” 

lie laughed a little harshly. Ilis voice was 
not altogether p]easant. 

“ I am. a lawyer,” he dcelared, ‘‘ without a 
practice. * Sometimes the ghosts who call at 
my empty ofllicc stifle me and 1 come out here 
to escape from them.” ^ 

“ A lawyer ? An avocat f ” she repeated 
softly to herself. 

Kvidentlv she found somc’thing to intenest 
her in thv sta'tt’mcnt. She gl^need towards tlu‘ 
sic'epmg man. Vhen she came a little ut'arcr. 
He was conseious of a very dNightful and' 
altogether un-English j>erfume, uw'ure<KuddeAly 
that luT eyes were llu* colour of violets, ’framed 
underneath 'with deep hut not^unbceoming/ 
lines, that her nioulh was t?urvcd in a*fashioii 
strange to him. 

“ Englishmen, they say, arc so much to be 
trusted,” she murmured, ” and a lawyer, 
too ... 

“I am an Ameriean by birth,” he inter- 
posed, ” although I have lived over liere nearly 
all my life.” 

“ It is the same thing. We need advice* ^ 
badly. Let me ask you one rpu'stion. Is ifc, 
not tlic first principle of a lawyer to hold 
saerecl whatever confidence his client may^ 
confide in hi<n ? ” 
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' Absolutely,” he'assurcd her.* 

** Even if that confidence,” she persisted 
** should bring the jicrson who offered it within 
Ittw bold of the law If ” 

**A lawyer may refuse a client,” he safd, 
•* but he may never betray his coniidcnce.” 

** Will you tell me your name and address ? ” 
she asked eagerly. 

”My name is Aaron Rodd,” he' told her. 
” My address is number seventeen, Manchester 
Street, Adelphi, and my office is on the third 
floor.” 

**Mr. Aaron Rodd,” she repeated, with a 
quper little foreign intonation. That is a 
Strange name and 1 shall remi^nuei It* When 
might one visit' you, monsi *ur ? At ^Iftfe 
o'clock this afternoon ? ” 

” 1 slipU be in all ilay.” 

” Then au rcvoir ! ” she exclaimed, with an 
sbmpt gesture of farewell. 

The <4d gentieuMn had opened his eyes and 
was ga/.ing fretfully about. She crossed the 
asphalt walk siviftly towards him. An atten- 
dant, who seemed to have gone to sleep 
stan^ng on one leg, grippt'd the handle of Uie 
hath-chair. The girl passed her arm around 
the old man’s shoulders and whispered some- 
thing to the attendant. They jmsed away 
ingether* The little streak of sunshine had 
none. Aaron Rodd thrust his ungloved hands 
into his coat pockets and made his way in the 
opposite direction. 

About aiahour later, a small, ru|;>icund man, 
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a mao whose daik hair was turoiog gxev, bhh 
whose eyes were bright and whoso oomplcxioa 
was remarkably healthy, paused before tte 
door>platc of an office building in one of the 
back streets leading from the AdclpliL He 
was dressed with extreme neatness, from the 
tips of his patent boots to his grey felt hat, 
and he was obviously of a cheerful disposititm* 
He glanecd down the list of names, twirfing 
his cane in light-hearted fashion and whistliim 
softly to himself. Suddenly he paused. 
cane ceased its aimless eonfi^rations and rested 
for a moment upon a name about half-way 
down the list, the name of Mr. Aaron Hod^ 
Solicitor ffiid (Jominissioiicr for Oaths. There 
h’tis also an indication that Mr. Rodd\offioes 
were to be found upon the third floor. His’ 
prospective visitor glanced around, •and, dis* 
covering that there was no lift, started out 
for the stone stairs. On the first landing he' 
encountered a^ small boy, •descending with a 
roll of papers 'under his atm. Him the new- 
comer, whose name was Mr. Harvey Grimia, 
promptly addressed. 

** My young sir,” he said pleasantly, ** from 
the red tape around that bundle of papetf 
which you are carrying, I gather that you fove 
legal connections. You arc probably the 
confidential clerk of the gentleman* whom*J 
am proposing to visit. Can you tell me, befdQs 
I attempt andtiier flight of these very dusfy 
and unsympathetic stepani^hether Mr. Aaraa 
BoddiswHhin?** 
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VThe boy f^lancetr at his questioner sus* 
pti^usly. 

** I iim not in Mr. Kodd’s ofiicc,” lie replied. 
“ Fm Steel and Agncit, second floor.” 
t ” That,” Mr. Harvey Grimm sighed regret- 
Miy, ” is unfortunate. A very excellent firm 
l^ours, my boy. Do not let me anv longer 
interfere with your efforts on their behalf.” 

Aaron llodd's prospective visiiof,’ with a 
sigh, K*eominenccd*the ascent. The boy looked 
after him fur a moment dubiously and then 
disappt'ared. Arrived at the third floor, at 
the cxtK'me end of the corridor tlie former 
discovered a dooi, on which was painted the 
name of Mr. Aaron Rodd. knocked, was 
bidden to enter, ‘and stepped^ at once iiTtc^ 
single,* bald and unpromising-looking apart- 
ment. 

‘‘ Good morning, Aaron 1 ” he said chccr- 
hdly, closing, tlie door behind him and ad- 
vancing jieross tlie dusty floor. 

Aaron Kodd. nho had been s1.nted before a 
desk, apparently immersed m a legal document, 
first raised his head and then rose slowly to his 
feet. His first look of expectancy, as he had 
turned towards his visitor, fud<d by degrees 
into a veiy curious expression, an expression 
arbieh seemed made up of a great deal of amaze- 
ment and a certain amount of dnsad. With his 


hand he gripped the side of the di'sk. 

My God 1 ” he exclaimed. “ It’s Ned ” 

His visitor held out his hand. 

”^fo, no, .my dear Aaron,” he interrupted 
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lar upiini/y y jorowy y^^ipn ^ 

fimUy, ** wu are deceives by a sUsht rrseai<* 
blance. You arc thinking, probably, of that 
poor fellow Ned Stiles. You will never sec! 
Ned again, Aaron.”. 

•The intclliji^nce appeared to cause the 
listener no grief. Neither did it carry with it 
any conviction. 

“Harvey Grftnm is my name,” tlio new* 
comer went on, “ Mr. Harvey Grimm, if you 
please, of Chicago. You i^cmembcr me now, 
without a doubt ? ” 

He extended his hand* confidently. His 
smile was ingratiating, his air that of an 
ingenuous child anxious for a favourable 
reception.** Aaron llodd slowly thrust odtf his 
ink-stained fin^Ts. • 

“ I remember you all right,” Ibc admitted. « 

The visitor, having established his identity, 
seemed disposed to abandon the suf>jfii;t’- Ho, 
glanced around the room, and, jiliseovering ft 
eanc-bottomed chair on wipch-were p^cd sonii^ 
dust-covered documents, he calmly swept them^ 
away, annexed the chair, which he carefully 
flicked around with a silk handkerchief, and 
brought it to the side of the desk. 

“ Sit down, my dear fellow, I beg you,” hu 
invited, laying his hat on the flooa by his sidet' 
hitching up his blue serge trousers and smilma 
in momentary satisfaction at his well-polisbed, 
shoes. “ I have appropriated, I fancy, 
client’s chair* Am I right, I wonder,^ in 
presuming that there has not been much use 
for it lately ? ” 
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}’<,*» Perfectly right,’" was the grim reply. 

• “ Hard times these have been for all of us,” 
Jbrvey Grimm declared, with an air of plaeid 
«i^isfaetion. ” You are not expecting a client 
this morning, I presume ? ” 

, “ Nor a miracle.” 

■ ” In that ease 1 will smoke,” the new-comer 
cimtinued, producing a small, gold case, select- 
fog a cigarette and ligiiting it. “ Try one.” 

Aaron Rodd hesitated and finally accepted 
the offer. lie smoked with the air of one 
wused to the indidgenee. 

* “Mr. Ilarx'cy Grimm of Chicago,” he mut- 

.tcred, studying his visitor's very immaculate 
mqicaranee. “Haven’t 1 he^rd 'The name 
amnewhere, or sedn it in the papers lately ? ” 
► “Pdssibly,’‘ was the suave reply. “My 
arrival irv. London has, I think, created s(Hnc 
•slight -..iatcrest. Even your press, I find, is 
not . above according the movements, of a 
capitalist.” • 

“ A what ? ” 

“ A capitalist,” Harvey Grimm reptated 
calmly. “ With a name like mine, and an 
abode like Chicago, I am amazed that you did 
|iot divine it.” 

“Seven years ago,” Aaron Rodd observed, 
“we dividra seventeen pounds, four shillings 
atnd cightpencc. It was, I believe, our unit^ 
oaMtal.” 

.. “And to judge by your surroundings,” his 
iOunpanion sighed, “I fear, my friend, that 
Ufott have been emulating the man who tied 
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. up his talent in a stocking. I, on the othw 
hand ” 


** Have changed your name and become a* 
capitalist/’ Aaron I^d interrupted drily. 
Precisely ! ” 

There vras a moment's silence. Mr. Hirvey 
Grimm, with the beatific smile of opulence, 
was whi£i,tling softly to himself. Ills com- 
panion’s thoughts had apparently travelled 
back into the past. • 

Well,” the latter said, at last, “ I' wffl 
imitate your candour. The document I wM 
examining with so much interest when ^ou 
came in, is a sevcn-ycar-old lease, long since 
cancelled. '’Thcjfcw black boN;ps you sec aroimd 
the room arc, viith one exception, bogus. I 
sit here from morning till night *and nothing 
happens. I sit here and brood.” * 

“Dear me I Dear mel” his visitefnnu#* 


mured sympathetically. • > * 

“ By turning my chair arcsind,” Aarcm Ilodd 
continued, “ I can just catch a glimpse of the 
river across the Gardens there. I sit and 


watch, uronder whether a tug will go past next 
or a lighter, watch the pcoi>Ie in the gardens, 
wonder where they arc going, why they are 
loitering, why hurrying. 1 speculate about 
the few passers-by down in the street there. 
Sometimes I close my eyes and I fancy mys^ 
in Lincoln’s Inn, seated in a padded morodS 
chair, with a TVirkey-carpet on the floor, and 
rows of boxes, black tin TOxes, trith wonderful 
names inscribed upem them in white lettcrhu& 
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Ireaching to the ceiling, and my secretary 
poring over njy engagcinenl hook, wondering 
when it would be possible fi^r me to squeeze in 
half an hour for an important elient.'* 

“ Too mueb of the dreamer about yoti,” 
Harvey (bnmni ])ronourieed. “ Perhaps, after 
all, it is tJu* fault of your work. It’s a sedative 
profession, you know, Aaron. It wouldn’t 
suit me to have to sil and wait for tiienls.*’ 

“ It’s the black bogey of my life,” the other 
assented, with a thin noti* of passion in his 
tone. “ If only Ane eouUl get out and work, 
even if oju* didn't gt't a penny for it ! ” 

.“And linaneially ? ’ Harvey Crimm en- 
quired, with an apolog<ti<* eoijgh. * 

“ On the roeks*.” was llu‘ bijter reply. “ You 
can understtuul,” In* went on, with a heedless 
sarcasnv “ what a womierful thing it is ft)r me 
to woleome a capitalist in my shabby oUiee.” 

“ Ary! a« old friend,” was . the .eheerfiil 
rcsninck’r. “ Come, come, Aaron, ne must 
look into this. I must place so’me of my affairs 
in your eharg<‘.” 

Aaron llodd's lip eurled with bitter in- 
eredulit.v. 

“ Some of your affairs ! I had a t.iste of 
those in the old days, Ned — I nu’an Harvey. 
You brought me to the brink of Sing-Song, you 
^rove njo over here to make a fresh start.’’ 

T Harvey (Jrimm waved his hand. Tlusc 
rt'minisi'enecs wore indelicate. ♦ 

” My tlear fellow ! ” he protested. “ Now 
come, answer me a few questions. Sucli 



affairs of business as have fallen to your lot 
bave been conducted with— er — discretion ? *’ 

“ If you mean have I preserved my reputa* 
tion,” the lawyer replied grimly, “I have, 
I have no temptation to do otherwise.” 

“ That is capital,” liis friend declared. 
” That helps us at once. And now, I think,” 
he went qn, glancing at his neat little wrist- 
watch, “ Idnch.” 

Aaron Rodd’s first movement was almost 
eager. He checked himself, however. Then a 
glance at 'his visitor's iniinaeulaie toilet ami 
distinctly opulent appearance reassured him. 

” There will be no trouble, I presume,”. |ie 
said a littl6 diiUdently, ” as to the settlement 
of our bill ? I warn you before we start that a 

shilling and a few eoppers ” • 

Harvey Grimm laid bis liand almcvit affec- 
tionately upon the other’s shouldtT. • - 
‘‘ My .dear. Aaron,” he expostulated, “you 
.are a little eonfustui. You ImvC not yet token 
in the position.' A capitalist is, of course, a 
relative term. 1 w'ill not pr('ss that point. 
Rut let me assure you that I have a suite ol 
rooms at the Milan, ample credit for any meals 
I choase to take there, even money to pay for 
them, if necessary.” 

” I am not fit to go to the Milan,” Aaron 
Rodd muttered, brushing hims(;lf vigr>rously. 

“ That is entirely your mistake,” his friciK 
replied, rising to his feet and lighting another 
cigarette. ” A judicious shabbitu^ss is to-day 
an approved form of eccentricity. (With your 
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liscctic face, niy dear Aaron, that little 'wi^ 

of black tie, your clean but frayed collar, your 
sombre, well-worn eloth(*s, you would be mis- 
taken by the casual observ'er for cither a 
Chancery lawyer with an indifferent house- 
keeper, or a writer of dramatic blank verse, 
which every one admires but no one buys. 
Reassure yourself, Aaron. T predict that as a 
companion you will do me every ert'dit.” 

For the first time a grim, hard smile parted 
the lips of the man who was making out with 
rather weary fm/^ers the accustomed card to 
a£Bx to his door. 

/‘The needy advinturer is what I feel like 
in thest* days,” he observed. , * 

“ And why *nol atlventurcr ? '* Harvey 
Grim'hi protested, as they deseetuletl the stone 
steps, a We ar<* all needy, that is to say wc all 
need-something or other, and wc all— those 
of ais who understand life, at any rate— seek 
adventures. Kvttu >\ilh the success I have 
myself attained — I will be quite frank with you, 
my dear Aaron— I am entirely unehangetl. I 
can assure you that 1 am not abo^c finding 
interest and* pleasure, as well as profit, in any 
adventure whieli may eomc to hand.” 

His companion chuckled drily. 

“ I can well believe it,” he murmured. 

They , strolled up the street, a somewhat 
ckriously assorted couple. Mr. Harvey 
Grimm’s grey felt hat, his neat and somewhat 
jaunty figuxn, rather suggested the successful 
trainer of •careful habits, or elderiy jockey 
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enjaj^ng the opulence of middle age, Aaroiv 
on the other hand, looked exactly what 
he was —the lean and hunjp'y professional 
man with whom the times have ^one ill. 

** Queer neip;hbourhuod, this, you’ve chosen 
for your ofiioe, Aaron,” his friend remarked, 
pausinfjr as they neared the corner. “ What 
sort of people eome into these parts, any* 
way ? ” ’• 

“ It’s just a backwater. There’s the broad 
stream of Ijondon flowing on to success and 
prosperity a few* yards up 'the hill. If you 
listen for a moment you can hear it. These 
little stn'cts are )ust parasitical branches, still 
alive and still struggling, but fit for nothing 
but to be snappid off. 'All the furtive 
businesses in the uorld might be eondOeted 
behind these* sih'ut, unwa.slied windows and 
blank doorways — shabby lh<*atrienl agencies, 
doubtful pub.heatlons, bitting oflUes of poor 
reputation. Peoph* eome lu*re to hide or to 
escape notiei*. There was a murder com- 
mitted down liy the railings at the end of the 
street, only a year or so ago.” 

“ Obviously,” llarv'ey (irimni remarked 
cheerfully, ” the region of inelaneholia and 
tragedies. We must see how things go, Aaron. 
Perhaps, later on, it would be as well for you 
to move to a better-known part. Just at 
present, however, it is well enough.” ♦/' 

The tall youi^ man looked down at his cinn- 
p^on half derisively, half eagerly. lie know 
hnn too well to ask many questiom^ knew liiin 
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■“too well to hope unduly, knew, too, the clanger 
into which this simple* luncheon might lead 
him. Ve t only u lew nights ago he had thought 
of the river ! It wa.s better to lake hmeheon 
with IIar\'ey Grimm at the Milan than to ’feel 
the l>la(*k waters sucking his breath away ! 


“ P'eeling better. Aaron V ” llarVey Grimm 
enquired of his friend, about an hour and a 
lialf later. ^ 

Aaron Uodd 'vas both fee-ling and looking 
better and ac-knowledgi-d the fuel. Ilis manner 
tq^'nrds his host, too, showed signs of a subtle 
change. 'I'he latter was obviously persona 
grata in the restaurant. Tlnjr tabh*, although 
a litlle retired, >\as in a eo\eted corner, and 
atti'iitiuns of <-very sort had been respectfully 
tin m. N<-vertheless, his guest f< It some 
sense ijf n-lk'f when he saw the bill sigiu-d W'ith 
a liitlo>(!ourislran«i a<‘e(‘pted with a low bow' by 
their waiti-r. Harvey Grimm h’ain il back in his 
.chair and removed the cigar for a moment 
fi-om his lips. 

“ You've no faith in me, Aaron," he deelarcd, 
with un (‘iieouraging smile. “ That's what you 
alway.s lacked, even in the old days — faith. 
You’re losing touch with the world, you know*, 
cooped up in that musty olliee of yours. You 
won’t expect anything to happen to you so 
long ns \ou grub awa\ there, do you ? ” 

“Nothing has happened, at any rate,’* 
Aaron Uud«i admitted. 
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** I will not say that it is your fault,” his ’ 
companion continued tolerantly. “You arc 
by nature of a meditative and rolirin>» tem- 
perament. It is a pi(‘ee of exlraonlinarily 
f^(kl fortune for you that I never forget old 
fri<*nds.” 

“Have you anything to j)ropose to me?” 
Aaron Hodd asked l)hintly. 

His host h'aned across the tal le. 

“ Ahvaj's so downright, my d(‘ar Aaron,” he 
murmured, “ so material ! Hon e\ er, you have 
asked the <juestion and here is my answer. 

I am proposing to nmain in London for some 
little time There are \aiious selnanes whjeh 
have suggest! d tliemsdves to me, whieli might 
n’adily had to on < nhuginuait of my ineoinc. 
For their prosecution, my d<*ar Aaron, 1 need 
one, only on<' c-ornpamon vhom 1 C'ui trust, 
one man >vho is out for the hig things. That 
is why I e(une to you. I ofh r you e partnership' 
in the <’om(Tii ITar\ty (srimm ami Hodd, 
Tralliektrs in Fate, Dfalers m Adventures. 
How your hand shakes, man ! TIktc, you’ve 
dropp<‘d the ash fiom >our <’ig,'\r ! ” 

Aaron Hodd's thin lips were c|uivering. Ilitf 
eyes seemed full of unntterahh- things. 

“ I have imuh sueh a light eif iti”’ he mut- 
tered. “You^!' got me, though, IIa^^'cy. 
I’ve eaten my last crust. I should have had 
to sell my oftiee stool for .a meal to-morrow.'*^ , 

Ilis fiiend .shfKik his head genially. 

“My dear Aaron,” he protest! d, “such ft 
confession from a man of brains, when one 



considers how the world is overrun with took, 
is a- terrible one.” 

“ One has a conscience,” Rodd sij^hed, ” and 
a profession like mine doesn’t lend itself to 
crooked dealing.*’ 

Harvey Grimm smiled tolerantly. He had 
the air of one listening to a child. 

“ The wolves of the world,” he said, “ keep 
their conscience, and as regards wrong-doing, 
it*s just success that makes the difference. . . . 
My dear fellow ! *’ he broke off, looking up 
into the face of a man who had paused at their 
tabic and whose hand was now reposing heavily 
upon his shotilder. “ My dt ar Urodie, this is 
most opp<»rtune.. I. el me pre.^ent you to my 
friend, Mr. Aaron Rodd. Afaron, this is Mr. 
Brodie— in the language of the cinemas,” he 
added, alropping his voice a little and leaning 
forwaH, ” the slcuthhound of Europe, the 
greatest livmg detective.” 

Aaron Rodd sat for a mon'cnt motionless. 
The cigar .sli}>ped from his fingers on to the 
plate. All his new hopes seemed crumbling 
away. His eyes were fixed upon the hand 
which gripped his companion’s shoulder. 
Harvey Grimm began to laugh softly. 

** Cheer up, my pessimistic friend ! ” he 
exclaimed. ” This isn't the grip of the law 
1f[hich isAipon my shoulder. Mr. Brodie and I 
are friends —I might even say allies."’ 

Aaron Rodd recovered himself and mur- 
mured a few words of mechanical greeting, 
.mie- ncw-cMner meanwhile took the chair 
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which the waiter had offered hiin. lie was a 
tall, burly man, clean-shaven, with steely gre^ 
eyes, and grey htur brushed back from his 
forehead. Ilis manner was consequential, his 
tone patronising. 

“ So this is our third hand, eh ? ** 

“ Guessed it in one with your usual astute- 
ness,” Harvey Grimm acknowledged cheer- 
fully. ” A lawyer of unblemished character, 
not momentarily affluent, with the principles 
of a laiitudinanan.” 

“ Has he’ got the nerve ? ” Mr. Brodie 
demanded. ” If we are on the right track, 
there's no room for weaklings in the 
job.” 

‘‘ Aaron Rodd’s all right,” his friend de- 
clared confidently. ‘‘ You leave that to me. 
I’ll answer for him.” 

The younger man leaned across the tablif. 

** Do I undtrstand,” he enquired, ” that oar 
enterprise is on the side of thi' law ? ” 

Harvey*Grimm smiled. 

” The present one, my dear Aaron. I should 
e^laiu to you, perhaps, that Mr. Brodie is not 
omcially attached cither to Scotland Yard or to 
Police llcudquarters in New York. He spent 
some years at Scotland Yard and, bdving the 
good luck to inherit a small fortune, and feeling 
himself handicapped by the antiquated 
methods and jealousies of his competitors, he 
decided to strike out for himself as an inde- 
pendent investigator. Some day he will tell us 
a few of his adventures.** 
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iS The Cumu^ ef Harvey Ormm 

Mr. Brodie had folded his arms and was 
looking \cry imposing. 

“ I lijivc hunted criniiimls,“ he asserted, 
” in every quarter of the world. I have 
metliuds of niy tn\n. I have a genius for 
making use of peojjh'/’ 

“ So you see, my dear, .\aron.” Harvey 
Grimm jiointed out. “ nt jmsent.Mr. Brodie 
and I aie the gv<*nl«‘sl of friends. He reeognises 
the fact that I ^m w’liat is haldly spokt'ii of 
as an adventurer, and that th(‘ time may eome 
when we shall iind ourse Kts in o)>posit(‘ eamps, 
but just at piisdit it is our pinikge to be of 
scKviee to Mr. Broelie.'’ 

Tlien a thing, onlinary tnough in its way, 
happtmed in a eurunis manner. Mr. Brodie 
was a large man but h«* .seemed suddenly to 
fade nWay. Time Mas his empty tliair and a 
dint vision of a retreating ligure behind one of 
thx* eentrid sideboards. Aarein Hoeld .see*med 
dimly eeaiseieius 'Of a leH>k e)f Marning ilashed 
between the two men, but nothing e*epial It) the 
swift se’ereoy of Mr. Brejtlie’s movements had 
ever confused his senses. IlarA’ey Grimm 
leaned acreiss the table, holding his liejucur 
glass in his liand. 

** Slick fellow. Brodie*,” he murmured. “ No 
good his being seen talking to us when the 
quarry^ about, eh ? Nice brandy, this. On 
we dry side, perhaps, but with a llavour 
to it.” 

Aaron Kodd understood that he w'as to ask 
no questidns and he discussed the subject of 
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brandy in a sufficiently ignorant manner. 
He,, too, however, within the course of the 
next few seconds, found need for the exercise 
of all his powers of self-control. Only a few 
yards away from liim was a- young man in some 
foreign uniform, with his arm in a sling, dis» 
cussing with a maMrc (VhSlel as to the locality 
of his table. By his side was the girl with 
whom he had talked that morning in the 
Embankment Gardens, and l(>chind the two, 
a somewhat . pathetic pictuiv, was the old 
man, his face as withered as parchment, his 
narrow white beard carefully trimmed, leaning 
heavily upon a stick. Almost as he realised 
their presence they movcnl on, ^*scortcd by the 
maitre d'hotel to it table in a distant corner. 
Aaron llodd drew a long breath iis thw dts« 
appeared. His companion looked at Ipm 
curiously. 

“Arc those* the people,” the .lawyer* 
eagerly, “ on whose account BriKlie moved 
away ? ” 

Harvey Grimm watched them settle in their 
places. 

“ They arc,” he admitted. “ A pathetic* 
kjoking trio I . . . And, now, my dear Aaron,’*= 
he went on, “ we will discuss your little adven-; 
turc in the Kmbankm<ait<jGArdcnK this morning.' 
You perceive that thcjfi^ilttnt is apjjroptiate.’i 

“ My little advcntbiW.? ’’ Aaron Urxld r^ 
peated blankly. “Wby—you mean to say 
you were there, tbdn ? You saw her spe^k 
to me ? ” * 
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The Cuwtb^ of Har^ Grimm 

** Certainly 1 I was seated a little ftirtiier 
down, talking with my friend Mr. Brodie. 
Wc had our eyes upon the young lady.” 

Aaron Rodd felt a sudden disinclination to 
speak of that little gleam of sunshine. 

“She spoke to me quite easually,” he de- 
idared. “ Afterwards she asked me my pro- 
fession. 1 told her that I was a lawyer. 
Perhaps she Imd already guessed it. I suppose 
I do rather look the part.” 

” You do indeed, my friend ! And then ? ” 

The younger man hesitated. His partner’s 
benevolent face suddenly assumed a sterner 
aspect. , 

*,* Aaron,” he reminded him, “ wc are on 
business. The truth, please— no reservations.” 

“Sue ask<'d me," the other vrent on, 
** ivhetlier the eonh(jenee of a client is always 
respected ‘by one in my profession.” 

” And your n ply ? ” 

” I assured her, of eouise, that under any 
circumstances it was.” 

Harvey Grimm leaned back in Ins chair. 
He rolled the remaining drop of brandy around 
in his glass, his expression was beatific. 

” My dear Aaron,” he said, “ fate smiles 
upon our new partnership. The young lady 
is going to i>ay you a visit V ’’ 

**At thn*c o’clock this atternoon, if she 
keeps her woid.” 

” Finish your brandy and conic with me to 
my apartment,” Harv^ Grimm directed. 
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**We have matters to discuss and arrange 
before you receive that visit.’* 

• ••••• 

An hour or so later, Aaron Uodd vras seated 
once more before his dilapichitcd, ink-stained 
desk. The gloom of the winter afternoon wto 
only partly 'dissipated by the single gas-jet 
burning above his head. The same old lease 
was spread out underneath his hands. In 
his face, however, there w'as a distinct change. 
The listlessness had gone. He had the air of 
one awaiting events. So he Jiad sat for the 
last half-houc, with his eyes lived alternately 
upon the outside door, purposely left ajar, and 
the inner one whidh led to his humble btid- 
sitting-room. , 

I There came at last the sound for which be 
had been waiting. Up that last lliglit^of stone 
stairs he ebuld hear tlislinetly jho slow rnyve^ 
ment of weary footsteps, the continual tapping 
of a stick, the occasional cough and querulous 
complaint of a tired old man, and by the side 
of those shufUing footsteps, others, marvel- 
lously light, the swish of a silken skirt, the 
music of a clear, very sweet young voice.* 

“ You sec, we arc arrived,” she was saying. 

“ There is the name upon the door. You w3l 
jbt* able to sit down directly. Courage, *dear • 
[grandfather. Remember it is for Leopold’s 
[sake.” 

Then there followed a gentle kn^k, the 
somewhat hesitating entrance of the two, the 




iialf>doubtful look of the girl towards the t8U».‘ 
gatint young man whose face seemed almosir 
.saturnine underneath that unshaded light; 
.As he moved forward, however, she recognised 
' him> and a smile of relief parted her lips. * 

“ Ah I it is Mr. llodd, is it not— the gontle- 
ihan with whom 1 spoke 4n the Gardens this 
morning— the lawyer ? ” ^ 

He Irowed. Anxiety made his voice sound 
even harsher. Many things had happened 
since the morning. 

“You have kept your promise, then,” he 
remarked. “ You have come to consult me. 
*1 am at your sei^'ice. One moment.” 

He brought two of the chairs which stood 
sliflly against the wall, a'nd placed them by 
. the side of his desk. The okl man sat down 
with‘ an air of relief. The passage up the 
stairs had apparently exhausted him. 

“'We ‘an? very haphazstrd 'clients, I fear, 
Mr. Ilodd,” he said wearily. “ This is un- 
fortunately <Hie of "liny bad days. I must 
leave my granddaughter to e.\|)lain the reason 
of our visit, and in what manner we hope to 
be able to make use of your services.” 

“ If I do so, grandfather," she said, turning 
a little towards him, “ I am going to tell the 
whole truth." 

“ If U. n\ust be," he murmurt'd uneasily. 

1’he girl ti>ok up at once the burd«’n of 
explanation. 

“ My grandfatlicT, my brother and myself,” 
she bcg&n, “arc staying at the Milan Ilotel. 


. We ouike use of a name, the name of Brinnen* 
to which we have some ri^ht, even though it 
may be a shatlowy one. We happen to be 
Belgians by birtli, a fact which at tne present 
moment mokes our {losition easier. To be 
honest with you, however, my brother has just 
returned from Amerie.a. lie has b<*en engaged 
for some time in more hazardous enterprises, 
even, than defending his euunlry against the 
Germans.” * 

The old man inU*rnipled her impatiently. 

“ These explanations are waste of time,” he 
insisted. “ Toll t his genlUman ijuiekly what 
we desire of tun..” 

She patted his hand and glanced half apolo- 
getically across at 'Aaron Kodd. IJe had re- 
sumed his seat iK'fon* his desk, his face half 
hidden by liis luuul. Listening to the 'girl’s 
v’oiee, he Imd bieome conscious of a lung- 
rurgotten sentimt nt. Kneumbered though she 
WHS with a diflieult mission, then* was a eerlaiii 
lincnoss of speech and manner, an uppc'al for 
»ympathy in even this lust gesture, which he 
found strangely disturbing. 

“ You need explain to me no more than you 
wish,” he told her, a little stiifly. ” 1 shall 
l>c glad to be of any service to you. There 
us no need for you to enter into any painful 
Jetails.” * 

She shrugged her shoulders protesting!^. 

” You and my grandfather are of one mind,” 
>he remarked. ” Then 1 will make a confession 
which may sound abrupt but which is ileverthe* 
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less tnic. Wc three— my brother, my grand* 
father and myself— are not entitled to the 
sympathy wc receive. Wc arc, to a certam 
extent, impostors. Is your stan^rd of mprato 
a very high one, Mr, Rodd ? ” 

“ I— I scarcely really know,” he stammered. 
*' As a lawyer I am brought into contact with all 
conditions of |U'oplc. 1 have before now done 
my best for the criminal as I have for the 
honest man.” 

. “ It is reassuring,*’ she admitted. “Behold, 
then, my full conlehsion. You iiavc to do now 
with criminals— or may I say adventurers? 
W’e have, we three, to dispose of secretly a 
very large air.ount <»f precious stones. I 
have come to you for advice. The ordinary 
nvenues of sale are closed to us. How can we 
get into touch with some* one who will buy 
them and ask no questions ? ” 

Aaron Hodd was eonseious of a little shock. 
Up lo this last moment h(‘ had been doubtful. 
Notwithstanding the story which had been 
unfolded to him by Harv'ey Grimm, he had 
idiuig to his lirst impressions, impressions 
from which he was parting now with dire 
reluctance. 

It is not an easy mailer,” he admitted, 
“ but if anyone can help you, I can.” 

. The girl nodded. 

“There must be secrecy,” she declared. 
“ You see, my brother is, in a way, notorious. 
He lias been very daring and very successful, 
f'or the lihkc of those who buy them, as well as 
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tat our own sake, the jewels must not be rec<^ 
nised afterwards.’* 

have a friend who might arrange it,” 
Aaron Rodd annoimccd. ” 1 must warn you, 
however, that selling your stones in this way 
you cannot possibly receive their full value.” 

” We do not expect that,” the old man 
mumbled. *” What we want, though, is the 
money — quiekly,” , 

“ My friend could doubtless manage that,” 
.he lawyer deelared. • 

“ When can we see him ? ” the girl asked 
agerly. 

“At oncOi” was the prompt reply. “He 
vas with me when you came hnd I sent him 
nto my private ap&rtments. If it is.yoiur w&h, 
1 will fetch him.” , 

“ By all means,” the old man insisted 
eagerly. * . . 

“ Yes, yes ! ” the girl eehoeej. • * ’ . 

Aaron Rodd rose to his feet and crossed the 
room to the door which led into his private 
apartment. He opened it and beckoned to its 
unseen occupant. 

“ I have some clients here who would like 
a word with you, Grimm,” he announced. 
“ There may, perhaps, be some business.” 

IIar\'cy Grimm made his appearance at once. 
His air of curiosity, as he looked into the room,' 
was very .well done. 

“ Buriness ? ” he repeated. , 

“This (Kntleman and young lady.” Aaron 
Bodd expuuned, “ are clirats at ndalt, Theit 
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rHamcs arc unnecessary. They have consulted . 
'IWe as to the disposal of valuable jewels, their 
daim t{» which— might be open to question.** 

Harvey Grimm threw the cigar which he ha4’ 
been smoking into the fire-place. 

“ I sec,” he murmured. “ Better tell me the 
circumstances.” 

The girl repeated her story, with* a few more 
/details. The old man listened in a sOrt of 
placid stupibr. He interrupted only once. 

“It is a fooIiSh wav. this. TIhtc is a man 
in Amsterdam ” 

..“You will tell me what you advise, mon- 
sieur,” the girl hcgg<*d. “ We« must have 
money, and the jewels must be made un- 
recognisable.” 

• Ha*’vey Grimm took a small magnifying 
gki.ss froin his pmket and .screwed it together. 

. “ y.oujmvc probably brought some of the 
stones with h<* oi)ser\'od 'briskly. 

The girl lu’rsitated. She tnmed to her com- 
panion as though for guidance. He was still 
mumbling to himself, however, something 
about Amsterdam. 

“ It is absolutely essential,” Hanley Grimm 
continued, “that' I should know something 
dciinite about the eharaetcr of the stones you 
have, to offer— that is if you wish me to deal 
'with*theni.” 

,Thcn* wa.s a brief silence. Then the girl 
f rose to her feet and deliberately turned away 
'Irom tly three men for several moments, 
’i^i^hen she s>nmg around again, she held in her 
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hand a small chamois leather baiif. Very care- : 
fuUy bhc opened and shook out its contents ' 
into the palm of IIar\'cy Grimm’s outstretched 
hand* 

“The large one,” she said simply, “be- 
longed to an American millionaire. My brother 
says that it is worth twenty thousand pounds. < 
fic, too, ij a wonderful judge of precious 
atones.” , 

The ohl man seena d to NTOke up foramoraent. 

“It is wprth,” he faitired, ‘"a king's ran- 
som.” 

They all tluxe bent over the little collection 
of jewels, \aron llodd's expression was onic 
of simple curiosily . I lis know lulgc of diamonds 
was nil. llis pauixr's manner, on the other 
hand, underwisit a euiious eliauge. JTherc 
was a hard glitter m his eyes and unsuspected 
lines about his mouth. Tlic atmospheic of the 
little room had htconie charged witbjicw 
forces. Th<* gill’s face was tense with excite- 
ment, the old mail seemed suddenly and 
subtly different. 

” Do not waste time,” the former begged, a 
little feverishly. “ It is not safe to bring these 
jewels into the daylight, cycn here,. If you 
will buy, state your price. Give us an iaca. 
\Vc can meet again, perhaps.” 

Harvey Grimm turned towards them. ♦ 

“The small stont*s arc negligible,” he pro- 
nounced. “ The la^e stone is worth quite av 
much as you say. To cut it up, however, ana* 
then sell it in a secret market^ is another tbix^^. 
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The most you could hope for would be five 
thousand pounds.” 

The ^rl’s face was a little vague. 

** Tell in^” she enquired, “ in English moQQr 
bow much is that a year ? ” 

Two hundred and fifty pounds.” 

** So that if there were tch stones like that,” 
she went on, a little wistfully, ” thkt would be 
an income of two thousand, two hundred and 
fifty pounds. One could live comfortably on 
that ? One codld hide somewhere in a quiet 
country place and live like gentlefolk ? ” 

” Certainly,” Harvey Grimm assured her. 

She turned a little doubtfully (towards her 
comi^ion. ‘ 

** I am afraid,” she sighed,"” that grandfather 
'is almost past realising what money means. 
In any case, wc must consult my brother.” 

.Then tjierc came without warning an intcr- 
niption which s(%'mcd equally startling to all of 
them. Without any preliminary summons, the 
door of the office was thrown open. The dctcc* 
tivc, Brodic, followed by a man in plain clothes 
but with an unmistakably professional ap- 
pearance, entered the room. The latter closed 
the door behind him. Brodie approached the 
little group. The prFs eyes were lit with 
terror. Harvey Grimm dropped his handker- 
vHeTover the jewels, whilst his partner stepped 
forward. Aaron li^d's tone was harsh with 
anxiety, his face seemed more drawn than ever. 

. ” What do you want here ? ” he demanded. 

Mr. Brodie smiled tolerantly. His eyes wore 
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fixc4 upon the tabic. He pushed the questio^^‘ 
on one side and lifted the handkerchief 
Ifonrey Grimm had thrown over the diamonds.!; 
l^hen he turned towards his companion with 
little cry of triumph. . . 

** That,** he declared, pointing to the jewel 
upon the table, *^is one of the Van Hutten ; 
diamonds.*' • % 

** I do not understand,** the*gnl said quief^' 
enough, although she was shining tram head 
/to foot. ** It belongs to us. ft is the propel^, 
of 

** Cut it out,** Brodie interrupted brusque^.' 
*' We’ll talk to you, young Jady, at police 
head-quarters.** , * 

The girl turned to Aaron Bodd. 

** Who is this man, and what docs he want ? *' 
she eried. ** Is this a trap into which you httSa 
draw'n us ? Is it a crime, here in Kngland».then,. 
to offer jewels *for sale ? ” 

** We’ll talk this all out at the police 
station,” Brodie intervened curtly. “Ba- 
spcctor ? ” 

The man in plain clothes stepped frarward. 
and took command of the situation. 

** My instructions arc,” he announced"^ 
politely, ** to ask you both to come with me to ’ 
the police-station.” 

The old gentleman simply looked dazed. He 
rose to his feet obediently and turned towatda- 
the girl. She patted his arm reassuring^, 
there was a low in her fsce which Jwou^t-a ^ 
sob into Aaron ltodd*a ttooat, Bfe was 



1^1 the time with a silent fury. He curjBd&tlie 
imomt'ul whu'h had taken him into the $Sm-> 
hankmeiit Gardens, which had brought Ifarvey 
'Grimm once more into his life. The single 
look wluch the girl had flashed u])ou him was 
like a dagger in his heart. 

Bruiiie hud replaced thevHamonds, one by 
one, in th< little bag. He handtut them over 
to his companion and motioiu'd them all 
towards the <lodr. Th<* old gentleman moved 
wearily along, leaning upon his granddaughter’s 
arm. Aaron Uodd hiirrud forward aiul opened 
the door. H<* tried to sav something, but the 
jjfrl turned from him <’ontem))lgously. He 
stood on the threslmid, listening to their slow 
footsteps sjs they (h'seeiuled into the street. 
Tlicn he sw'ung back into tlie room, slammed 
tl\c <l<Hir and sunk into the chair in front of his 
desk. It was as though he had ]>sissed through 
some* terrible, nightmare. He sat gJwing out 
through the shadows. Had it all really hap- 

e cmtl ? Then he caught a faint, unfamiliar 
reath of perfume W'hieh siuklenly set his heart 
beating W’ith unaccustomed vigour. A little 
morsel <»f white laee lay underneath the chair 
upon which she had been sealed. He stooped 
and picked it up, smoothed it out, and let it 
slip from his lingers almost in despair. It was 
sdl true, then ! She hud sat in that chair, had 
come to his ofliee, trusting him, had walked 
into the Har\'ey-Grimm*euin-Brodie trap ! 

4 • • • • • • 

, 'It was an hour or more before Harvey Grimm 
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retciKned. He closed the door after him 
came briskly across the floor. 

** Well, younff fellow,” he exclaimed, you 
can’t say that I haven’t fished you out of the 
backwaters.” 

” I wish to God you’d loft me there 1 ” was 
the bitter reph’. *” Tell me what's happened 
to her?” 

“To her?— oh, the young .lady ! ” Ilarvcy 
Grimm murmured, >vith an illuminating smile. 
“ She’s all rigid. She's back* at the Alilan by 
this time.” 

“They eouldii’t identify tin* diamond* 
then ? ” Am-on Uodd asked <*a^('rly. 

“ Not by a hiyg chalk,” was the smiling 
reply. “ To tell you th<‘ truth, Urodie’s alxmt 
the .Mekest man in Ijondon just now. Ths^stone 
he rolled out in float of the expert they 
waiting down at Scotland Ytird was*-- . 

“ Was'ahat*'/ *’ • * ... 

“ A lum)) of paste,” Harvey Grimm deelared, 
lighting a cigarette, “Queer business, eh?.” 

“ Ther<*'s no charge against the old gentleman 
and his granddaughter, then ? ” Aaron Ro^ 
demanded breathlessly. 

“ None whatever. Why not try a oigarette* 
Aaron ? You're all nerves.'* 

The lawyer pushed the box away ^ from 
him. 

You may think this sort of thing’s worth 
while,” he declared gloomily. “ I can’t say 
that I do. There’ll be no reward to yharc, and 
it seems to me that we’ve made an enemy — »** 


C ** There's no reward** Harvey Grunin agreed^ 
there’s this.” 

He drew his handkerchief from his podcet. 
'A diamond almost as large as a cobnut rcdled 
jovet and lay upon the desk. Aaron Hodd 
stared at it in amaKoment. 

. What’s that ? ” he demanded. 

= “ One of the Van Hutten diamonds,” was 
the triumphant reply. ” Look at it well. 
You won’t sec’ it a^in. By this time to- 
morrow it will have been cut.” 

Aaron Rodd was stupefied. He looked from 
the stone up to his companion’s face. Even 
his demand for some elucidation W'as mute. 

‘‘ I had the duplicate ready,” Ilarv'cy Grimm 
explained. ” That w*as my* game. I changed 
them underneath my handkerchief. It was 
perfectly easy. They’ve got the imitation one 
a£’ police head-quarters and they aren’t feeling 
pdrticulaily pleased with themselves. That 
leilUhr Brodie is 'about the bummest detective 
who ever crossed the Atlantic.” 


' Aaron Rodd %vas sitting transfixed. His 
fingers were shaking as they beat upon the 
dew. 


” My God,” he exclaimed as light streamed 
in upon him, ” we’re thieves ! ” 

“Don’t talk like a fool,” the other ad- 
monished. ’* It’s a fair enough game between 
crooks. We’ve stolen a stolen jewel, and by 
doing it we’ve saved the girl and her grand- 
&ther and her brother, too, from gaoL Ihat’s 
^r do’s,< isn’t it? V^cn I’ve mushed with 


that., be a imatter of three or fouir' 

thou^d pounds for us to divide. What about 
it, eh ? ” 

He swept the jewel back into his pocket. 
Aaron Rodd’s finj^crs were still idly beating- 
upon the desk. The walls of his dusty, bare 
apartment had fallen away, the thrall of his 
sordid poverty lay no longer like a dead! 
weight upon his spirits. Three pr four thousand 
pounds to divide ! 

What you need,” Harvey'Grimm declared 
briskly, handing him his Irat. ** is a drink. 
Come ri^t along.’' 


Chapter 11 Poetry hy Compulsion 


Mb. Pai;l Bbodie walki'd, unannounced, into 
Aaron Il<Kid’.s office, u matter of ten days after 
the episode of tfie changed diamond, lie liad 
lost a little of bis bomlaist, and he carried 
himself with less than his usual eoTifideiice. 
His eyes, however, hatl lost none of their old 
ihauisitive fire. lie was perfectly /ware, even 
as ne gr(‘eled ih», two men who rost' to welcome 
hiui, that Aaron llodd wius ^/earing a new suit 
of clothes, that the ollice had been spring- 
ol^aniKl, that the box of cigarettes upon the 
d(‘sk were of an expensive brand, and that the 
violets 'in the. buttonhole of ll».r\*ty tirimm's 
in^neulatc coat'' had eoinc from a liond Strivt 
florist. 

“Gootl morning, gentlemen.” he said airily, 
•ttbsiding into the chair uhieh tiie latter liad 
vacated for him. Nice little trio of conspira- 
tors we are, eh Y ” 

Harvey Grimm shrugged his slioulders. 

** It’s rough on you,” he admitted — ” gives 
you kind of a twist, of course, with the police— 
Dut^ can’t sec any sense* in the tiling yet. 
They weren’t meaning to trade off that bit of 
paste on a diamond expert surely ! ” 

The detective scratched his chin. 
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of paste,** he declared, ** was att 
they had on them, anyway. Seems as thou^^ 
they hadn't quite sized you up— you and llSr* 
Itodd here— and were paying you a test visit. 
Gee,* they’re clover 1 ” 

“You had them searched, I suppose,** the 
other enquired, “•to be sure they hadn’t the 
real goods -with them ? ” 

** You bet*! ” the ticteetive assented gloomily* 
“ Made it all the worse for ds afterwards. I 
tell you I daren’t show my*face at Scotland 
Yard these days." 

Harvey Griinin lUKlded sympathetically. 

“ Still, t|iey must know that these pco/Re 
aren't what they profess to U*,’’ he observed. 

“ That's all v<‘ry well," JlrtHlie agreed, “hut 
every one gois about with kid glov(‘s on in this 
country. That’s "why I threw up iny job ^d 
went over to the States. Even a criminal', a 
known eriminnl, has got to be treatetraS though 
lie were a little G(k 1 Almighty until the chdj^ 
is right tlure and the ])roof lying handy. 1 
spent last night with Inspector Ditchwater. 
lie’s as sure as 1 am that the young man is no 
other than Jeremiah Sands, bt|i he’d sooner 
let him slip through his fingers’^th^n take a' 
risk.’’ 

“ How docs it com(‘ about, then,” Aaron 
Rodd asked quietly, “ that a famous diamond 
thief is w'caring the uniform of a Bcl^aii 
officer, that he is dccoraUd and wounded ? ” 

“ Simple as )X)Ssible,” Brodie explained. 
“ We knew perfectly well tiiat Jeiemiali SaddBj 
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it9M a Bdgian. That little fact had been in 
«ve!ty description of him that*8 ever been 
iMtttM. He chucked his little enterprises in 
Hew York, the moment war was declared, and 
sailed for Europe, bringing the loot with him. 

was as clever as paint, though. He played 
the old game of sending a double to Cmcago, 
and he was in Belgium before we knew the 
truth. There, from what we gather,* he handed 
over the stuff to tlic old man and his sister, 
and took up his soldiering job. The worst of 
it is he’s covered* up kis traces so well that we 
haven’t a chance unless we can catch him, or 
one of the three, with the goods. Meanwhile, 
there he 4s, less than a quarter of a mile away, 
wfth half a million of loot^ under his nose ; 
there’s a veward of twenty-five thousand 
doUarr for his apprehension ; and here we 
three men sit, needing the money, and pretty 
w^l powerless.” 

JiJl wouldn’t go so far as that,” Harvey 
Chimm said quietly. “ I don’t fancy you’ve 
come to tlie end of your tether yet, Brodie.” 

The deteetive knocked the ash from his cigar 
ismd rose to his feet. 

** Well,” he admitted, ” I ain’t giving up, 
sore. All the same, this little failure has made 
things difficult for me. If I put my head in at 
head-quarters and whisper ’ Jeremiah Sands,’ 
Ihey’K down my throat. I just looked in to 
see how you boys were,” he added. ” They’ll 
have tumbled to you both now, so I’m afraid 
&e game’i off so far as you are concerned. 


So lohg t See you round at the BGlaa ahoul 
cocktau time, H^ey, eh ? ** 

Mr. Brodie took his leave, with more ex* 
piessions of cordiality. Aaron Rodd closed 
the^door carefully after him and came back 
into the room. For several moments neithet 
of the two men spoke. Harvey Grimm carefully 
selected a cigarette and lit it. Then he walked 
to the door, opened it and peered down the 
stairs. . 

** Too damned amiable I *’ he muttered as be 
returned to* his place. Did you see the way 
he peered around ? You have brightened 
things up a bit, Aaron.** ^ 

** I haven’t done more than was absolutely 
necessary,” the ypung lawyer protested. ** The 
place was simply filthy.” . • 

Harvey Grimm suddenly burst into aj^ear^ 
laugh and slapped his knee. . , 

“ That’s all right, old fellow,** 1^ .dedwed* 
** It don*t matter a snap of Jthc fingers.* 

(hap Brodie does get me, though. A baby 
could see through him. He’s got just sense 
enough to believe that we pinched the diamond 
— that*s why he*s been round here. It just 
don’t matter a damn, Aaron, what he suspoota; 
That diamond doesn’t exist any ^ longer* 
Neither our friends whom we— cr —relieved of 
its incriminating possession, nor Paul Brodie^ 
will ever see that stone again. Let’s luiich.*^ 

^ Aaron Rodd reached for his hat and followed 
his &iend out into the street. At the end of the 
little dingy thoroudifare^ as they made ths^ 




up towards the Strand* Harvey Crimm 
abruptly in front of what seemed to be a 
timall book-shop. There were only one or two 
^V<dumes in the window, of what seemed to be 
ij&diitions de luxe of some unknown w6rk. 


^here was a single modem engraving and a 
^fater-eolour of hHiturist propensilies for baek- 
iirtoand. Harvey Grimm eyed these treasures 
%;tercciatively. 

“This place pleases me.” he announced. 
** It has an air of its own. We will spend a few 
pjiinutcs here.” 

' The two men entered and looked about them. 


m iittle bewildered by their surroundings. 
Tlbiey seemed to l^avc stepped into a* small and 
feminine sitting-room, the walls of which were 
ihui^ with water-colours of unusual subjects 
and coSnuring. There was a little pile of paper- 
i^vered volumes npfni the table. A young 
'lady.of.sond)re and uncertain appearance came 
Ibrward, and Ilacvc}' Grimm promptly re- 
moved his hat. 


“ We liavc perhaps made a mistake ? ” he 
■observed tentatively. “ From the exterior 
mpearanee of your establishment, I gathered 
we might possibly be able to procure here 
lohiething unusual in the way of literature. 
In a small way I am a collector of old 
|ooks.” 

f ** \Vl? arc entirely modern here,” the young 
lK>man replied. “ 1 can show you hand-made 
n^teiy, or the w'ater-colours of a young 
pkturist artist, or 1 can offer you the poetical 


vrorkg one''oft two of our most modem poets^ 
Second-lumd books or objeU d^art we do noj^ 
deal in.^ We consider**’ she condudcd* that 
modernity* absolute modernity* is the proper 
cult.” 

Harvey Grimm fanned himself for a momen^' 
with his Iiat. Ilis companion was gazing* with 
his mou^ a littl(f open, at a picture upon the 
wall which ^p{x*ared to liim to represent the 
bursting of a ripe tomato upon a crazy land* 
scape. 

“ An impression of war,” the young woman 
remarked, following his gaze. ** A wondcrhiji 
piece of work by a young Futurist painter.” 

Harvey •Grimm studied it for a moment 
through his eyeglass, and coughed. He turned 
back to the table and picked vp a papoy 
covered volume. 


“ Poetry,” he murmured, “ is one my 
great solaces.” 

‘‘ Have yoh met with the work bf StcjM)en 
Crcsswcll ? ” the young woman euquifcd* 
almost solemnly. ' 

Harvey Grimm repeated the name seveiifil 
times. j 

“ For the moment ” he confessed. ' * 


‘‘ Eightpence,” the girl interruptecl, deposit^ 
ing one of the paper-covered volumes in hts 
hand. “ Perhaps your friend would like ohc^ 
too. I can promise you that when you h^Wi 
read Cresswcll’s Spring Lyrics* you will fiiad 
all Victorian poetry anaemic.” 

Harvey Grimm handed a copy to his com^ 
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aymin", laid dotm two shillinip and pocfketed 
me cightpence change a little diffidently. 

. ** You would perhaps like to look around,** 
ilie young lady suggested. 

She vanished into an inner room. Almost 


at that moment the door leading into the street 
mas violently opened, and a young man of 
aennewhat surprising appearance abruptly 
•ctktered. He was over six feet in height, he 
wore a flannel shirt and collar much the worse 
for wear, a brown tweed coat from which every 
■button was missing, and througli an old pair of 
patent boots came an unashamed and very 
evident toe. The two visitors stared at him 
,in*amazement. The young man’s ^eyes, from 
the moment of his entrance,^ were fixed upon 
t^ttf^aper volume which Ha^ey Grimm was 
carry j pg . 

“.Sir,” he enquired, “ am I to conclude that 
JTOU have jjjirchascd a copy — the copy of poems 
»youhdld’in your band ? ” 

‘*T[ have just done so,” Harvey Grimm 
admitted, “ also my friend.” 

^ The young man pushed past him towards 
the inner room. 


' “ Bertha,” he exclaimed loudly, “ cight- 
(pence, please I You have sold two copies of 
|toy poems. The cightpence ! ” 
t ^ere was a momentary silence and then 
|ba clinking of coins. The young man re- 
appeared and made for the door w ith an air of 
njlermination in his face. Harvey Grimm 
lipped him on the shoulder. 



he said» **foigive me if I take « 
liberty, bid; am 1 right in presuming that you 
are the kuriior of this volume ? ” 

** I am,” was the prompt reply, ** and I.ad| 
going to have a drink.” 

” One moment, if you please,” his questioner 
begged. ” Ifhis, .you must remember, is an 
impertinent age. Modernity demands it. Are 
you not alsb hungry ? ” 

” Ravenous,” Mr. Stepheh Cresswell con- 
fessed, ”but wFiat ean one do with eight* 
pence ? ” 

“You will join my friend and mysell^” 
Harvey Gnmm declared firmly. “We Are 
going to tdke a chop.” • 

The young man’s tongue seemed to wandai 
around the outside of his lips. ^ 

“ A chop,” he repeated absently. * 

“ At a neighbouring grill-room,” Harv^ 
Grimm went on. ** Come, I have UbUght 1;W<1 
copies of your poems. I havt a claim for yOUi 
consideration.” 

“ Do I understand,” the young man asked, 
“ that you will pay for the chop ? ” 

“ That will be my privilege,” was the prompi 
assertion. 

“ You are doubtless mad,” the poet observed^ 
“ but you are probably opulent. Let us hurry.” 

They left the place and crossed the streiiti 
the young man in the middle. Aaron Radd 
was roecchless. His eyes seemed fascinaW by 
the d^aencies of their new friend’s toilet, s 
fact of which he himself seemed^ sublimdty 
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tcon^scious. Harvey Grimm, however, pro- 
ceeded to make a delicate allusion to the matter. 

“Some little accident, I gather,” he re- 
marked, “ has happened — ^forgive my noticing 
it — ^to your right shoe.” 

; The poet glanced carelessly downwards. 

■ “ It occurred this morning,” he sighed. “ To 
tell you the truth, I had scarcely noticed it. 
There was a green streak in the sunrise. 1 
hastened ” » 

Harvey Grimm had paused in front of a 
boot shop. 

“ This place,” he said linnly, “ will do as 
well as another.” 

* “ Why not ? ” the young man agreed, enter- 
tog promptly, seating hhnself.upon the nearest 
vacant chair and holding out his foot. “ Somc- 
thing^ight,” he btggod. “You will observe 
that my foot is long and narrow’.” 

Tlie. shaman withdrew the tattered rem- 
nants of shoes and stared in amazement at his 
prospective customer's bare feet. The latter 
held out his hand for a eigurtUe and tapped it 
against the side of Ilarxiy Grimm's case. 

’“It appears to me,” he continued, gassing 
at his mud-stained feet, “ that I came out 


without socks. The sunrise again. However, 
it is a deficiency which I pcrctivc that you arc 
to a position to remedy.” 

'’H<5*'selcctcd w’ithout embarrassment a pair 
iStf socks and shoes, and was perfectly willing to 
don a tie w’hich they purchased from a small 
haberdasher’s shop at the end of the street. 
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Tha,t ftffair dbposed of, however, he bceamAv 
qiute firm. ^ 

“ The affeur of the chop he insisted. 

** We are there,” Harvey Grimm interrupted, 
leading him to an hotel grilhroom. ^ 

Tlie young man paused befo»v the larga,** 
open grid and carefully indicated the diof^ 
which he considered suitable for his consum|^ 
tion. lie then seated himself opposite his two 
friends and cxpi;psscd himself in favour of a 
mixed vermQuth. " 

“ A very pleasing encounter, this,” he de*' 
elared, drawing the eight jicnec from his podeet 
and looking at it tlioughtfully. Ma 3 ^ I ask, 
sir, whether you arc aequiflntcd with my 
poems ? ” • 

“ Not yet,” Harvey Grimm confessed. 

Your purchase, tlien, w'as accidental *?” > 
“ Entirely,” his patron explained. ” My 
iiiond and J *arc adventurers. We 'seek \:he 
unusual. The appearance of the shop wh^ 
uc met you attracted us. The young lady to 
A^hom we addressed some enquiries tendered 
us a copy of your verses.” 

The young man sighed. 

It IS a scandalous thing,” he said,. “ to bO 
published in paper covers at cightpence — 
fourpcnce to the author. So you arc advea-^ 
lurers. You mean by that thieves ? ” • * 

** Sir,” Aaron Kodd interrupted, 1 am a 
solicitor.” 

“ My ignorance,” the young man declared, 
** is amazing, but that, I presume, is a l^^ised 
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of robbery? 1 am one of tbe few persons 
in'tbe world who g^ve value for the money I 
epon. I produce, create. If only ten thousand 
fieople in the city were to pay eightpence for 
a, copy of my works, I sliould be ailluent, as 
^Cni two are. I should lunch here every day 
and drink Burgundy.” 

** Then in a very short time,” Harvey Grimm 
'reminded him, “you would cease to write 
poet^.” ‘ 

His prot^g6 shook his headr* 

“A well-nurtured body is an incentive to 
poetic thought,” he insisted. “ There is a 
liehness of imagery which comes with after- 
dinner composing ; a sort of mcntal*starvation, 
an ansemic scantiness of similes, which follows 
fruit luncheon and cold water of necessity. 
Adventurers, gentlemen, arc you ? That is to 
say you are people with wits. Tell me, then 
--bring an idea from the practical world — 
traw shall I make ten thousand people buy a 
copy of my poems ? ” 

Come, that’s an interesting problem,” 
Harvey Grimm declared. “ Of course, if one 
to answer you in a single word, that one 
would be advertisement.” 

' “K I could write my name across the 
heavens, or flash it from a million lights 
thro^h the clouds,” the young man remarked, 
*'^1 ^uld do so, but these things call for cither 
miraculous powers or money. I have neither.” 
- ** Tour case,” Harvey Grimm promised, 
^diall have our attention, my Mend’s and 



mine. In the meantime^ the moment seeihC 
opportune, pending the arrival of our chopii. 
for a glance at your work. Permit me.” 

The poetaster crossed his legs, leaned bafdl 
in his chair, thrust an eyeglass into his eye^ 
and turned over the pages of the paper volume 
which he had been carrying. Aaron Rodd 
followed his example. The poet, entirely 
unembarrasjed, eyed hungrily each covered 
dish which passed. At the arrival of the meal^^ 
Harvey Gnmm solemnly pocketed his book* 
and replaced his eyeglass. Aaron Rodd weht 
on reading for a moment. Then he glanced 
surreptitiously at their guest and laid his* 
volume face downwards upon the table. 

“ Your poems,, I perceive,” Harvey Grimm, 
observed, as he helped himself to a pototdf 
** are not written for the man in the stre'>t.” — 
“ They are written,” the poet declared, 
falling hungrily upon his chop, ” fc” .any .one 
who will pay eightpence for them.” 

Conversation faded away. It was not until 
the service of coffee and cigars that anything* 
more than disjointed words were spoken. The'^ 
yoimg man’s face was still colourless but hit' 
eyes were less hard. He took out his penefl 
and toyed for a moment with the menu. 

”Some httle trifle,” he suggested, ”com* 
memorative of the occasion ? ” 

” I would rather,” Harvey Grimm confessed; , 
** think out some scheme for advertising your 
work. There’s a little thing here about a 
lame ’bumaa— — ” 
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‘ ** Ariy scheme you suggest,” the 5[oung maji 
assented dreamily. ** I frankly admit tlut the 
4ispcrsal of my productions is a matter in 
tshich I have failed. The appreciative few i^y 
have purchased but the man of the day passes 
on, ignorant of the great need he really has of 
poetry. Ten thousand copies of my poems, 
sold in London, would produce at once a more 
j|pAcious spirit. You would observ c a difference 
in the deportment, th<* sp^eli, the greater 
altruism of the mulfilude. How shall I force 
my works into their hands and their eightpcnccs 
into my pocket ? ” 

““Fourpcncc only,” Aaron Rodcl reminded 
him. “ The pubiishers get half.” 

Mii^^In the event of a large 'eireulation,” the 
poet pointed out, with a wave of the hand, 
'”bcfter terms might be arrived at. You, as a 
legal man, ean apjjreciate that possibility.” 

“Tiief^is only one idea which occurs to 
trif,” Ilan'ey Gnmra declared, after a brief 
pause. “ Come and we will make an experi- 
ment.” 

Tlicy marched out into the streets and 
walked solemnly along towards Leicester 
il^uare. Suddenly Harvey Grimm stopped 
short and accosted a small, grey-haired man 
who was carrying a bag and wallcing quickly. 
, .*wX-beg your pardon, sir.” the former began, 
i" ** What is it ? ” the little man demanded. 

Harvey Grimm took him gently by the lapel 
hf his coat. The litUc man seemed too sur- 
prised to resist. 


want the privilege of a few minutei* 
conversation with you,” Harvey Grimm con- 
tinued. ” You are one of the uneducated' ten 
thousand who, on behalf of my friend here, 
Stephen Cresswell, the great poet, 1 am anxious 
to reach. Have you read Cresswell’s poenu ? ” 
” I am in a hurry,” the little man iiuisted 
gazing at his interlocutor in a bewilderee 
manner, anu struggling to escape. 

“ The whole world is in a hurry,” Harv^ 
Grimm observea, drawing the paper voIuiiem 
from his pocket with the other hand. ” This 
volume oi poems will cost you cightpence. .It 
will bring relief to its impoverished author, yon 

yourself will become an enlightened ” 

” I wish you’d let me go,” the little mao 
protested angrily. ** I don’t know you, andl 
don’t want to stand about the streets, tnikixf 
to a stranger. Let me go or I’ll call a police 
man.” 

“ A policeman can afford >ou no assistance/' 
Harvey Grimm assiued him. ” I shall remain 
polite but insistent. You will buy this volume 

of poems for cightpence, or ” 

Or what ? ” his victim demanded. 

Harvey Grimm leaned down and whispered 
in his car. The little man’s hand ^ot intc 
his pocket. He produced sixpence and twe 
coppers, snatched at the book and hurried o^. 
The victor in this little rencontre turned to'hls 
companions with an air of triumph and handed 
the cightpence to the poet, who immediacy 
pocketed it. 
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** ThQ whole problem is solved,” he declared. 
” You are a great man, sir,” the poet 
exclaimed, grasping him by the hand, **but 
what was it you whispered in his ear ? ” 

**I simply told him,” Harvey Grimm said 
blandly, ” that I should biff him one. The cost 
of a new hat is ten and sixpence ; the price of 
. your jpoems is cightpenee.” » 

“You are a ^cat man, sir,”. the poet re- 
peated heartily. “ Watch tly newspapers.” 


With a bunch of early violets in his button- 
hc^e, neatly and correctly dressed, from the 
crown of his hat to his patent boots, Mr. 
iJiarvcy Grimm, one morning about a fort- 
night later, turned down the narrow street 
N^niclTlcd to his friend Aaron Rodd’s office. 
He took a few steps and paused in surprise. 
•A little crowd encumbered the pavement in 
:&Out of him. There were at least half a dozen 


taxicabs waiting by the side of the pavement. 
A printer’s van was busy tmloading. A 
^constant procession, consisting chiefly of elderly 
fand middle-aged men, were entering and leav- 
the little book-shop. Waiting his turn, 
purvey Grimm stepped in. The whole of the 
k^tral table was t^en up by great piles of a 
Pli)^!^«P&pcr-covcred volume, recognisable at 

E oe as the Poetical Works of Stephen Cress- 
11, and as fast as the flow of customers could 
served, f^ey departed with one or more 
■fitfpws in thpir pockets. The young lady whose 
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hair was more untidy than ever, and whn 
wore a ttupefied air, doled them out in .dolP^ 
like and mechanical fashion. She had Ioot hetf* 
air of superiority. She pointed no longer to 
the Isketches upon the walls or the pottery 
beyond. She behaved like a dazed automaton. 
Now and then Harvey Griimm could hear bi^ 
reply to enquiries. 

There will be a cloth edition of Mr. CreM* 
well’s works oist in a few *days,” she said. 
** The printers h&vc promised them by tiba 
end of the week.” 

In the background were two very obvious 
newspaper men, waiting so far unsuccessfully "R] 
get in a word with her. Mw Harvey Grimm 
’elbowed his way "by some means or other intc 
the line, paid his eightpence and retired into 
the recesses of the little suite of rooms be^'SSfl 
for a moment’s breathing-space. A nndi of at 
least a slozen old gentlemen liad Iflhdtf'ezit 
temporarily impossible. Al he stood adS 
watched the scene, he was conscious of a 
fashionably dressed young man lounging in an 
easy chair a few yards away. The young man 
suddenly aros<v * 

“ My benefactor ! ” he cried. 

Harvey Grimm -gripped his copy of poems 
tightly and held it up. 

“ Pax ! ” he exclaimed. ** I have one.’*j|. • 
The poet smiled wearily. He drew his erst- 
while patron a little further back into the most 
retired poition ot the premises. 

** Ustinv* he said, “ this has beep the most 



50 Poetry by Compt^fion 

sli^^ndous, the most colossal joke of the day. 
Ott the first night I sandbagged a wholesale 
provision merchant who admitted that he had 
never read my poems, and he wrote to. The 
Times the next morning. I made myself 
•objectionable to seven others the following 
night. They, too, made various complaints. 
Mtov that 1 retired — ^their description of my 
identity was becoming cmbarjyissmg.” 

Mr. Harvey Grimm was a little puzzled. 

“ But the thing has been going on right up 
till last night,” he declared. “ The papers 
for days liave been a source of joy to me.” 

“ Alter tlie first few' nights,” the young man 
explained, “ I was compelled to engage sub-, 
^titutes. 1 have acquaintances whose life has 
spent — shall we say on the fringe of 
things? With their aid I made the aequaint- 
ancr. of..various professional gentlemen from 
the cast end, wlw for a suitable' remuneration 
took up this business with avidity. Tliey were 
of all sizes and tlu'y operated in all localities, 
choosing their victims, so far as possible, with 
discretion. There was but one question — 
Have you read the poems of Stephen Cress- 
Well ? ’—gi'nerally a bewildered negative and 
then biff ! The people began frantically to 
■nquire who was Stephen Crcsswell, where were 
Rto**poems to be obtained ? People w’ho had 
the slightest pretensions to literary knowledge 

Were assailed with questions. Punch ” 

**I saw Punchy** Mr. Harvey Grimm in- 
terrupted. < “ Very clever 1 ” 




** Then the stream began,** the young man 
continued. ** I can assure you that from the 
opening time till dark this place is mobbed. 
You sec, on the third night a confederate was 
saved from an imaginary assault by promptly 
producing a copy of my poems. lie wrote to 
the paper in mock indignation but describing 
his escape* Then the rush began. Eleven 
thousand copies have been sold, some at a 
premium. Elcv'^n thousand 'fourpcnccs have 
found their way iftto my pocket. A morocco* 
bound and vcllum-covcrcd edition are waiting 
in the press for one thing.’* 

“ And that ? ” 

“The name of my benefactor. 1 wish, to 
'dedicate the thiid, fourth and fifth editions 
of my poems to you,” the young man declared 
grandiloquently. 

Mr. Harvey Grimm pondered. 

“ It is*an immense compliment,** hfc'&ckllow- 
Icdged. “ We will talk of it.” 

“ In the meantime,” the poet went on, 
“ listen. The curse of these days is jealousy 
and imitation. A young man of worthy ixp- 
bringing but wholly ignorant of art, who 
perpetrated the daubs which you see upon 
the walls here, was struck with my success. 
Only last Thursday an elderly gentleman, 
such a one as might have been selected «liy 
my own employes, was stopped in Hamjp- 
stead and asked whether he had seen the 
sketches of Sidney Wentworth, displayed in 
Mandiester Streep Adelphi. Th^ fool ad* 
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nittcd that he had never heard of them a 
down he went. I a^ you, sir, was there evi 
a more flagrant case of spoiling a man’ 
market ? From the moment this absurd afiEai 
was reported, public feeling has begun 
change. Curiously enough, there has been very 
small resentment, even on the part of those 
who have suffered slight pains in the cause of 
art, as to my methods. Now. ‘however, thaf 
the idea has commenced to .spread that such 
means are becoming a regular curriculum cA 
the advertiser, I have noticed distinct exprea* 
^^ns of indignation. In plain words, I can see 
the end coming.” 

** Nothing lasts,” Mr. Harvey Grimm 
pointed out, ” and you must admit you've 
yWl a run for your money.” 

I’ve had more tlian that, sir,” the poet 
admitted ** I am established. Many of the 
Jipading periodicals of the day, including Titinis 
and the London Mailt have invited me tc 
contribute to their pages. The Society q1 
Authors has made me a tempting proposition 
to join their ranks. You may look upon me, 
sir, as a man whose future is now assured.” 

** 1 am delighted to hear it,” Mr. Harv^ 
•Grimm declared heartily. ** I fear I must now 
be getting on.” 

young man took down his hat, possessed 
himself of a pair of expensive doeskm gloves 
and a silver-topped cane, 
f ** 1 will let you out by the back way,” he 
sui^^edj ** It is my desire to accompany you.” 
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V** 1 axi^' going to call upon a friend in thv 
^ghtwiirhood,” Harvey Grimm remarked. 

The friend with whom 1 met you first ? ** 

** The same.” 

” 1 shall accompany you,” the young man 
;innounced, cautiously opening a side door and 
leering up and down a stone-flagged passage,, 

‘ The way is clear, sir. Come wiSi me.” 

They sallied out and found themselves in the' 
' ect. The young man gripped the arm of his 
jmpwion. • 

“For the moment,” he confessed, “I am 
weary of poetry. I seek life. You are an 
adventurer, you have told me. I shall links 
my fortune with yours. You have a brain, sir, 
enterprise, and I snould imagine that you are 
untrammelled by the modem conscience. I am 
in the same position. Poetry is affording 
for some time, at least, the means of sustenance. 
Let us ffo together a little fur^cr afield*.” " 

The mder man looked his companion up and* 
down. He was a strong, well-built young 
follow, and the- hollows of his cherics had 
already filled out. Notwithstanding his 
mannerisms, he was without doubt a young 
man of resolution. 

“We will see,” Harvey Grimm suggested,. 
“ what Aaron Rodd has to say about it.” 

“ I like your friend’s name,” the young man 
declared solemnly. ** I am sure that he 
accept me as a comrade.” 

They trod the few remaining yards o£ pave-, 
ment, ascended the stone stws. and. after a. 



"TTMsliminary knock at the door, Harvey Grin«|| 
'*«xcrcising the privilege of familiarity, tmnim 
the handle and btepped inside, followed by h* 
companion. For a single moment neither a 
■them spoke. Harvey Grimm’s first conseioufi 
action was to elosc the door behind him. 
Tlicn they stood inside tlie apartment, trans- 
fixed. Around them was a scene of the wildesISi 
disorder. The linoleum had been torn up an^. 
thrown into a corner, planks had been tor^i 
bodily from the iloor, tlic t apboards stood opeil 
and their contents were thrown right and left. 
The little row of tin boxes stood on their sidc$j, 
^nd masses of dusty parehmenl lilteivd the 
whole place. Seatcil in his chair before tlje 
desk was Aaron Rodd, with a: gag in his mouth, 
his arms bound behind him, his legs tied to- 
oic^er. His face was livid, his eyes half-closed. 
He showed no signs of life at their coming. 
ThQpo 'Jt produced a knife. 

“ We must set him free,’’ he said. 

His companion, subconsciously amazed at 
the young man's initiative, follow'ed him to the 
desk. Methodieally the latter, having re- 
moved the gag from Aaron Rodd’s mouth, cut 
the bonds which held him, one by one. Harvey 
, Grimm produced a small brandy ilask and held 
it to his lips. The poet tlmiw open a window 
fSnd swung the chair round. Aaron Rodd 
Iji^^ed. 

He is coming too,” Crcssw’ell remarked 
hopefully. 

He caught up a sheaf of newspapers and 
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tanned the swooning man vigorously. Th«a 
suddenly paused. Harvey Grimm followed 
the direction of his gaze. A sheet of violet* 
eoloured notc<papcr was pinned upon the desk. 
The poet sniffed. 

“ What a delicious odour I ” he murmured. 
“ And how familiar ! ” 

They botiii approached a little nearer. Thfr 
sheet of note-paper, fluttering a little in the 
bree/e wbieh stre<amcd through the window, 
gave out the subtlest and most delicate pear- 
lumc, a jierfume which seemed like a waft 
from a field of violets, earned on a west wind. 
Ther<‘ were only a few words, writtm in S 
delicate ft minine ^handwriting : — 

“ Shmtld there not be hononr, even 
amongst thieves ? ” 

The young man struck a theatrical attitude. 
Fate has sent me to join ypu,” he declarod^, 
waving his hand towards the sheef of violet- 
coloured paper. “ I recognise the handwriting, 
I know well the perfume. I can tell you who 
W’rote that note.” 


Chapter III 


An Alliance of Thievet 


Aabon Rodd was walking along the, to him, 
unfamiliar thoroughfare of Bond Street when 
he was suddenl]^ confronted with a vision. A 
laige limousine motor-car tvas drawn up just 
in front of him. An elderly lady with white 
hair, leaning upon the arm of a powdered 
' ‘’*>otr crossed the pavement, followed bj’ 

g' »no was smothered in sables, carried t4 
«ma* dog under her arm, and wore a great, 
ounch of violets partially concealed by her 
lurs. Aaron Rodd's abrupt pause was not one 
of politeness alone. With an eagerness whicli 
took nO account of manners or discretion, h<' 
gazed at the girl, open-eyed, open-mouthed, 
blankly, unashamed. If anything were left 
to complete his bewilderment, it %ras the litth* 
smile upon her lips as she met his eyes. 

“ 6o^ afternoon, Mr. Aaron Rodd ! ” she 
murmured, as she passed. 

She disappeared through the swing doors of 
^op. Aaron stared after her as though 
jpgpecting a backward glance, stared at the 
very handsome motor-car, at what appeared 
to be a coronet upon the panel, at the imper- 
;turbable expression of the powdered footman, 
standing lyith a rug over his mmo, lotting into 
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he ventured to remind her. “ If that stone^, 
the real one, I mean — ^had been discovered in 
your possession at the*police-station, I fancy 
that your position in this country would havo 
become a little difficult.” * . 

** Oh, la, la ! ” slie laughed. “ You should 
have seen the face of Mr. Brodie though, when 
they examined the imitation stone 1 I do not 
think that the English police arc pleased with 
him. They wpre very kind to my grandfather 
and me.” 

“ Nevertheless,” he advised, if I were youl 
brother, I think that I would keep away fron 
London just row.” 

“ Ami v'hy V ” 

AaiTu Hoad glaneed jip and down tlu 

E avement to be sure that there were no 
st( nc rs. 

“ That fellow Brodie is not such a fool as be 
seems,” he declared. “He has .made one 
mistake. I do, not think that he is likely tc 
make another.” 

She laughed. 

“ If it is to be a duel of wits,” she murmured, 
“between Leopold and Mr. Brodie, do you 
know, I believe that Leopold will win.” 

“ Till re is such a thing as over-confidence,” 
he reminded her. 


“ I have so many ways,” she told him, with 
crinkling eyes, “ of diverting these people 
from the scent. Do you recognise the old lady 
upon whom I am in attendance to-day, the old 
lady who went with me into that shop ? ” 


#■ 

, have not that pleasure,’* he repHed 
grimly. ** Is she/bne of the gang ? ” 

“ She is a royal princes '^thc Princess 
Augusta. If you do not believe me, look in 
this week’s Taller and yon will see her picture— 
perhaps mine. You arc a very funny man, 
Mr. Aaron Rodd, and you have treated us very 
badly indeed,, but I like you— yes, I like you 
jquite Ivell. How much money did you get f^r 
i|,hat stone you stole from us ? ”* 

‘ The colour momited mercilessly to his 
temples. He seemed suddenly bcn'fl of words. 
•*»* “ Do not be foolish,” she continued quickly. 
“ Really, as you know, I s'.n an adventuress 
myself, and I rather admire you both. I think 
that ue ought to make Iriends. You could 
be of great service to us. There is no need for 
us to quarrel because you have had the best 
of this first little exchange. What do you say 
^o that, my friend ? ” , 

• Aaron Rodd found himself and became once 
more a man. He looked her squarely in the 
Vyes. 

“ I would rather be friends with you,” he 
said, “ than any one in the world.” 

For a moment the triumph was his. It was 
she who was almost embarrassed by his direct- 
ness. Then intervention came. 

” Ah 1 ” she exclaimed, “ the Princess I Au 
fevoir 1 ” 

She stepped lightly away from him, with a 
little nod of farewell. The footman stood 
bare-headed as he opened the door of the car. 


One of the principals of the establbhment 
which the groy-haircd lady had just quitted 
stood bowing upon the pavement, in the 
ffM!e of all this, the girl turned deliberately 
around and %vaved her hand as the car drove 
off. Aaron Rodd limped down Bond Street, 
called for a taxi and drove to the Milan 
Court. ... 

His two auditors listened to Aaron Rodd's 
story with varj^ing expressions— the poet with 
pleased and affable sympathy ; Harvey Grimm, 
on the other hand, with obvious irritation. 
They were seated m a corner of the smoke-room 
and the latter at once d( spatehed a waiter for 
n copy of the Toiler. 'When il arrived, they 
all thiec pored over one of die leading illustra- 
tions. There was no doubt whatever m the 
minds of any of the thice men as to the 
identity of the girl who was depicted as being 
amon^t the ladics-in-waiting of a ro^al per- 
sonage . * 

** That,” the poet declared, “ is a young lady 
whose name is Ilenriette de Flogc. She has 
an underhand service at Badminton and she 
wants to learn to be a futurist. She attended 
a class last year, organised by an artist friend 
of mine in Chelsea. Ye Gods ! ” 

** That, without a single doubt,” Aaron 
JEtodd assented, laying his forefinger upon the 
49^stration, is the young lady who wras in 
l^attendam'c this afternoon upon the Princess 
Augusta.” 

** And it is equally and absolutely and con- 
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chuivety eertaiii,” Harvey Grimm pronounced* 
** that she came to Manchester Street, Adelphi, 
as the confederate of Jeremiah Sands.” 

“ Who,” the poet asked eagerly, ** is Jere- 
miah Sands ? I like the name.” 

** Jeremiah Sands,” Harvey Grimm told him, 
“is the head and brains of the smallest but 
most formidable band of criminals vrho have 
ever succeeded in eluding justice for nearly ten 
years. There is a reward of twenty-five 
thousand ddllars fof his arrest in Ameriea, and 
he is wanted in most of the capitals of Europe. 
He has a dozen aliases and a score of pet- 
son^itics. This much about him is certain, 
lie is cither of Belgian or Frt‘n^h birth, he is a 
young man, and he has spent the greater pi^ 
of the last seven years in America. Tfcw 
universal excuse given by the police of every 
country for their failure to apprehend him, tt 
that for at any* rate the last fjve years he has 
simply accumulated his booty and has made 
no effort to dispose of it. As you know, most 
of the thieves of the world arc traced back- 
wards through the receiver of stolen goods. 
His last exploit in New York w'as the thcfl 
of the Van Hutten jewels. It was, without a 
doubt, one of those diamonds which was mislaid 
in Aaron Rodd’s office, and it ’Vas one of 
Jeremiah Sands’ agents who paid our friend 
here that last domiciliary visit in search q £ 
it.” 

“IVhat, by the by, became of that 
diamond t ” the.poet enqiured. 
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|.i “ We are living upon it.” Mr. Harvey Grimm 
^nfesscd. 

The poet sighed enviously, 

1 : “ It is a beautiful existence,” he declared. 
;♦* When are we going to embark upon another 
ildvcnture of the sort ? ” 

;V*‘The aftermath of the* last one is still 
enveloping us,” Mr. Harvey (irinim n inindcd 
lum. There is Se(tLjju»d V'ani, who have seen 
ihe imitation stone and who susjx'ct us of 
idbanging it. Tliett there is Mr. .leremiah Sands, 
who knows that we <lid, and win) is only just 
|)j^inning to realise that we have been clever 
i^ough to dispos<> of it. Finally, tliere is Mr. 
Urodie, the ainfileur (letective. wlio has the 
lame idea and who is fiiriousVith us for letting 
him down with the authorities. Hetween the 
Ibsee, you see, our position is a little dillieult. 
I^ersonally, I am much interested in our friend 
jlaron’s account, of his conversat ion ith the 
i^dung lady. Her suggestion of some measure 
df alliance appeals to me.” 

, “ And me,” the poet agreed. “ Let us ap- 
proach flicm at once. I should like to come 
ccmtact with this Jeremiah Sands.” 
fc'Tlicre was a brief intcrv’al whilst a waiter 
^posited before them a tray of cocktails, 
jjfebtly ordered by the poet by means of sundry 
ih^oltitions with his forefinger. Afterwards, 
hir. JI*u*vey Grimm sat for a few moments in 
lilence, smoothing out his immaculate doeskin 
iHoves. 

** Listen,” he said presently, after a cauUous 
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glance around the room, “ I will tell you my^ 
impressions. Jeremiah Sands has never been; 
caught, for two reasons— first, because he has 
stored up all his booty and has never been in 
the liands of the receivers ; secondly, because, 
he has hiding-places in every capital of Europe, 
all of them safer than London or New York* 
At the present moment he is like a rabbit whieh 
has heen ferreted out of its hole. Europe it 
suddenly closed to him. He* has been driven 
to l.onaon. lie is ill at ease here. He haa 
lost many of his agents. To maintain hkt 
Belgian nationality he has been forced into the. 
army. Tlie perfect m.ichinery of his wonderful 
system must be s(‘riously dislusated. The tim<^ 
too, has jiroliably armed when he finds it 
neeessaiy to dispose of .some of his plund^- 
Let us offer him a tentative amity.” 

Aaron Uodd fron iicd. ' 

“ Uo you tliink that he would trust Tis after ’ 
that last little affair ? I dftii't mind beinff.^ 
the thief or the tliief-eateher,” he added 
bluntly, but I rather hate being the third'^ 
party.” ■ * 

” The only party we have to consider ii* 
ourselves,” Harv'ey Grimm replied deliberately, 
“ To tel! y<ai the truth, I fear that we have lost , 
the con lid (‘nee of l*aul Brodic. 1 am not sure 
whether it would be worth our while to tri^*' 
and r('gain it. Tlie sharing of rewards is a 
poor game. I would rather hear what Jeremiah 
Sands has to say.” 

He took up his pencil and scrawled a 
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lines across a half sheet of note-paper. Thqr 
both looked over his shoulder : — 

the young lady with violets would 
like to resume her conversation with a 
certain person in Bond Stveet this mom’ 
ing, please reply in Friday's ‘ Tele- 
graph.' " 

“ I propose,” Mr. Harvey Grimm explained, 
“to insert this in to-morrow morning’s Tele- 
giraph, to send a copy to Mr. Brinnen and await 
results.” 

“ Brilliant ! " the poet exclaimed. “ It gives 
the proper flavour to the whole thing. Bui 
why not write; a note and send it up by the 
waiter ? ” 

Mr. Harvey Grimm smiled. 

“My young friend,” he said, “you are an 
adventurer of the* bull-dog type. Let me tell 
you ^HS. I hajipen to know .it to be a faet. 
lYom the mo'.neut when Mr. Paul Brodic 
communieated his suspicions as to our friends, 
to Scotland Yard, their every movement, and 
without doubt their correspondence, has been 
closely watched. I will guarantee to you that 
not a letter is delivered to either Captain 
Leopold Brinnen, to Mr. Brinnen or to the 
young lady, which does not run a very con- 
siderable risk of being opened.” 

The poet listened with a pleased smile. 

“ I like the flavour of this sort of thing,” he 
acknowledged. “Let us insert the advertise- 
ment, by ail means. If the young lady suggests 
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a meeting; I shall recommend myself as the 
most oitable person to keep the appointment.** 


Soon after midday, two mornings later, Mr. 
Stephen Cresswell entered the smoking-room, 
at the Milan. He was canying a Daily Telf- 
•traph under his arm, he wore a bunch of violets 
in his buttonhole, and he wa# dressed with 
great care. He approached the table where 
llorvey Grimm and Aaron Rodd were awaiting 
him. 

**Yon, too, have seen the answer to our 
advertisement ? ’* he exclaimed. “ Capital t ** 
We were just now discussiftg it,’* Harvey 
Grimm assented. 

The poet sat down, made signs to the waiter, 
hitched up his trousers and made himself 
thoroughly comfortable. , , 

** I have decided,** he announced, ** that 1 
am the proper person to entertain the young 
lady.** 

Harvey Grimm nodded thoughtfully. 

** Tell us through what channel of thought, 
my yoimg friend, you have arrived at that 
conclusion ? ” he begged. 

The poet straightened his tie. There was no 
doubt that he was a remarkably good*looking 
young man. 

** I am a modest person,” he said, ** but it is 
useless to deny that nature has been kind to 
me. Then, too, there is a peculiar and romantic 
importance attached to the successful poet 
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whoBe reputation has been enhanced in so 
singular a fashion. The yomig lady will be 
Interested in me from the start. She will be 
proud to remember that w’c are old acquaint- 
ances, and she will tn*at me with greater confi- 
dence than any ordinary person.” 

Harvey Grimm lit a cigarette deliberately. 
Aaron Rodd's heavy eyebrows seemed to have 
contracted a litt)e. 

‘*Why are you so sure that it will be the 
young lady who will kee]) tiie apiiointment ? ” 
tile former enquired. 

Stephen Cresswell placed his forefinger upon 
the advertisement in the papiT which he had 
been carrying 

Milan CaU, luncheon^ 1.15 IVcd- 
nesday. nill diM Usx. Bond Street. 

/‘That tells us nothing,” Harvey Grimm 
pointed out. ‘*^o far as the probabilities are 
concerned, I should say that it is extremely 
unlikely that either the young lady or any 
of those associated with her will keep the 
appointment. Any negotiations we may have 
irill probably be conducted through a third 
party.” 

The poet’s face fell. He ordered another 
cocktail brusquely. 

** How shall w'e know wiiom to look out f<nv 
then ? ” he demanded. 

** The onus of recognition will rest with the 
others,” Harvey Grimm replied. “I have 
engaged p table just inside the door. We shall 




take our places there before on6>fifteen anef 
await the arrival of whoever may come.” ’ , 

“ In ease it should be the young lady,” 
poet iiersisitd, “ you would Imd tliat my pafe* 
s-ious. acquaint aiiee with her would be of 
immense stivicc to us. She would place confi* 
denee in me.” 

“ You shall be of the party,” Harvey Grimm 
promised. “ I have oukieil the table for live, 
so as to be on llu safe sule. •! do not under- 
stand our fi 11 luis stji eting a place for a meeting, 
but. on the other hand, tlu r(‘ is a flavour of 
genius in siuh appaunt iKkhs-.mss. If you 
are ready, I think, it is lime that wc made a 
start.” , 

* They strolh d down to llie eafi and took their 
plaees at a table just insuk the door. At 
precisely a quaiter past one a littk tremor of 
(xritemcnt sinkknly unloostd thtir tongues. 

” My God ! .” JLiivcy Grimm muttei#d. 

“ They must be mad ! ” ^ron llodd whis- 
pered, in a ho<irse uiuleitone. 

“It is lb nut tie de Flogt,” Stephen CresS- 
well murmuitd t omplaet ntly. “You wifi 
perceive soon the advantage of my presence.” 

The girl approached thtir table smihnglv. 
She was followed by the young > officer m 
Belgian uniform. The three men rose to their 
feet. She smiled jileasantly at Aaron Kodd. ^ 

“You have not yet mtt my brother* 
have you ? ” she asked. “ Let me presmt 
Captain Leopold Brinncn— Mr. Aaron Rodd, 
Mr. Harvey Grimm, and ** 



She paused, with her eyes fixed question- 
ingly upon the poet. The young ofiiccr had 
brought his heels together and bowed cere- 
, moniously to the two men. 

' “ I am not, I hope, forgotten,” the poet 

observed. “ My name is Stephen Cresswell. 
I have had the pleasure of playing Badminton 
with you in Walter Donne’s studio.” 

She looked across at him with slightly 
upraised eyebrows, the faint tracings of a 
somewhat insolent smile a^ the corners of her 
lips. 

“ Badminton ? Is that an English game ? 
1 perceive that I have a double. I have not 
played it.” 

*‘ You arc Mademoiselle . dc Floge ? ” the 
poet persisted. 

She shook her head gently. 

“ On the contrary,’' she replied, ” I am 
Hcnrictte Brinnen. Leojiold,. this is Mr. 
Stephen Cress\v(d.” 

They all took their places, the poet a little 
heavily. Ilis stupefaction, tven though it 

E roeeeded from a different cause, was only a 
ttle less jirofound than that of the other two. 
Mr. Ilan’ey Crimm took up the menu once 
more and gave a few murmured orders to the 
maflre d'hdkl. Aaron Rotld. ^\ho was on her 
right-hand side, leaned towards the girl. His 
Iface was almost haggard with anxiety. 

** Forgive me,” he whispered, “ but is 
^lis wise ? Have you counted the cost of 
it?” 



‘*1 do not understand,** she answered, a 
little vaguely. 

*‘You know that we are all watched,” ho 
reminded her. “ We thought it best even not 
to coinmunicate with you direct.” 

“ You three are such droll men,” she laughed. 
“ There is your nice-looking friend, Mr. Stephan 
Cresswcll, who sits there and will not take his 
eyes off me.’ He does not believe tliat he has 
never met me before. And Mr^ Harvey Grimm 
—well, he docs not seem a ncr\'ous person, 
docs he, and just nhw he is almost pale. And 
you, too — you speak with bated breath of 
risks and being w’atched. How, then, do you 
<‘arry through your great coups, my friend? 
Have you not learnt the iirA axiom of 
adventurer— there* is nothing which dispdis 
suspicion so readily as candour ? ” 

Aaron Rodd slmiggid his shoulders and 
busied himself with the task of attending to 
liis companion*’s wants. Conversation around 
the little table became platitudinal. The three 
men, although they behaved in all respects 
reasonably, were unable to keep their thoughts 
and attention from wandering continually 
towards their slim, grave-looking young guest 
in his somewhat battered uniform, who seemed 
chiefly engrossed with his luncheon. It w'as 
hard to believe that he sat there in one of tli« 
best-known restaurants in the world, with » 
great price upon his head. In some respects 
he was like his sister, Aaron Ilodd decide^ 
although there was a curious virility of ex* 
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mission vrhich flashed sometimes into his 
^turcs, and a more calculating light in his 
hard, clear eyes. His mouth was unusually 
long, straight and thin, his cheekbones a little 
high. One could believe that, notwithstanding 
his inconsiderable stature, his frame was lik<e 
steel. He spoke English very deliberately, 
with now and then the slightest American 
accent, but on the few occasions when he 
addressed his sister it seemed to be a relief for 
him to relapse into French. It was not until 
the coffee was served that he leaned a little 
towards llaivey (irimm and dispelled by a few 
Words the atmosphere of unreality which had 
somehow or other ho^ered over the little 
luncheon-party. 

** Sir,” he proposed, “ let us approach the 
■ object of this meeting.” 

“ With pleasure," Harvey Grimm assented. 

** Fpi; sonic reason or other,’’ the young man 
continued, “ my sister, although, as we know 
to our cost, her acquaintance »ith you so far 
has not been altogt'ther prolitable, has eon- 
iidence in you. Let us speak frankly. You 
gentlemen, I behove, are uhat is generally 
known as chevaliers d'indii\iric ? " 

There ivas a sudden flush of colour in Aaron 
Rodd’s checks. The poet, wdio was a little 
iuUen, distinctly scowded. Only Harvey Grimm 
'*bowed placidly, seemingly unconscious of the 
‘ ftunt note of contempt in the other’s tone. 

** In the ordinary sense of the word, that is 
true,” he admitted. 




** Consider, then, our the 

man continued. ** My grandfather and sm^, 
whom I meet again after an absence of some 
years^ owing to the haste with which they #ere 
compelled to leave Belgium, are almost pcnni> 
less. My own— savings consist of pc^rhapii 
half a million pounds’ worth of diamonds. 
These jewels,” he went on, knocking the ash 
from his cigarette, **have all been stolen. 
They can only be disposed of in an irregular 
fashion. That is to say, the stones mast be 
recut. In normal times, this problem would 
present no difficulties to me. To-day, when 
Ijondon is the only capital of Europe open to 
us, 1 must admit that I find myself in a difficuH 
position. The few artificers in this country are»., 
I understand, wclllw nown and watched. 1 am 
bound, therefore, to employ an a^nt. Under 
the peculiar circumstances to wliich 1 have 
alluded, 1 cannot seek for an honest man. I 
am prepared tb make it wor^h the wtTilc of 
men such as yourselves to deal honestly with 
me.” 

“ My brother has your English gift of plaiii: 
speech, you sec,” the girl whispered soothingly 
to Aaron Bodd. 

The young officer lit a fresh cigarette and 
watched the smoke curl upward for a moment,. 

” Surely it is best ? ” he said softly. ” Theso 
gentlemen are at the present moment livin^i 
and living, no doubt, exceedingly well, upon the;; 
proceeds of one of my diamonds. They shoui^' 
not, therefore, be sensitive.” 


**I may be allowed to remind jrou, m,** 
Harvey Grimm interrupted, ** that, incidentally, 
yjliie little artifice by means of which we secure 
M is responsible for your unhindered presence 
)^cre to-day.” 

'' ** I take that fact into consideration,” 
jpeopold Brinncn assented, “ in the toleration 
riqiitn whieh I view the circumstance. The 


point is, arc you willing to deal with me ? ” 

** I am perfectly willing to do so, sir,” 
Harvey (iriiiim' replied. “I am willing, too, 
and so, I am sure, arc my friends, to take a 
certain amount of risk. 1 may add that I am 

S robably the only man in England who can 
isposc of your jewels so that they cannot bo 
traced, but before wc proceed further, let me 
ask you a question. Arc you'a>\ arc, sir, of your 
position Y There is an amateur detective here 
upm JS’ew York, named Paul Brodie, who has 
no other object in life than to lay his hands 

f n Si ccrtaii| person. Scotland Yard, 
lOUgh just now they arc a little fed up with 
Brodie, have very definite intentions with 
to the same person. You arc living here 
openly. You arc even Haunting your well- 
known Belgian uniform. There are eyes upon 
^ as wc sit at this tabic. There arc eyes upon 
;you and your sister and your grandfather, from 
itho monunt you rise in the morning till the 
^|p>Bsent } oil retire at night. Your rooms are at 
In times subji'ct or liable to be searched. Any 
!i|lacc you might snsit is liable to be searched. 
AM me ask you, then, a plain question. More 



than any other quality I admire coorajj^e.^ 
Don’t you think, however, that you are playing 
a little too near to the fire ? '* 


The young officer stroked hia thin black 
moustache. He had listened to Ilarvev 
(Irimm’s words attentively. He even indicateo, 
in the slow movement of his head, some mea^ 
sure of approbation. 

“ To all that you have said, Mr. Harvey 
Grimm, I can make you only* one reply,” he 
said. ” Every step .which I have taken in Itfe 
has been carefully thought out. The present 
|)osition, although necessity has here inters 
vened to some extent, has been subject to the 
same attentive consideration. 1 am safer than 
you think. Let that be enough. That I have 
friends is proved by the little visitation which 
was made upon Mr. Aaron llodd the other day. 
I offer you no apologies, sir,” he continued, 
bowing across the table. “ It was part of tlic 
game. When we thrust the Ihw outside om 
lives, as you have done and I, then we must 
take our knocks philosophically. For the 
future, however, even though wc play the 
thieves’ game, there is no reason why wc should 
not play it honestly.” 

”A very admirable sentiment,” t|ie poet 
murmured. 

’’ To put this matter upon a business basis, 
Mr. Grimm,” Captain Drinnen continued, 
” supposing I supply you with a certain quan- 
tity of diamonds, will you guarantee to have 
them cut as so to render them unrecognisable, 



dispose of them, hand me two-thirds of the 
proceeds and retain a third yourself ? 

, ** I have worked before upon those terms,” 
Harvey Grimm replied. ” I accept them. 
Ihaie iS one little matter, though, to be cleared 
np*» 

Captain Brinnon smiled grimly. 

** I fancy that I follow you,” he observed. 
“You refer to tlie mysterious disappearance 
of a diamond froln your fri(‘nd's olTicc ? ” 

Harvey Grimm coughed. . 

“ Bearing in mind, as I took the liberty of 
pointing out a few minutes ago, that its 
cUsappearanee saved you from considerable 
Inconvenience — he began. 

“ The affair is finished,” Brinncn interrupted. 
“Carry out faithfully the other transactions 
which we may arrange, and we will adopt — 
»hall I say a resigned attitude? — with regard 
to thaf incident Wl«*n are ytm^prejiared to 
deal with the first parcel of stones Y ” 

“At any moment,” llar\'ey Grimm pro- 
mised. ” You will bring them to me ? *' 

The girl, who had been listening eagerly to 
their conversation, leaned across the table. 

“ I think,” she said, ” that this time you 
had better come and fetch them, Hr. Grimm, 
or, better still — send Mr. Aaron Kodd.” 

“ Or me,” the poet suggested. 

* She shook her head. 

“ It is to be Mr. Aaron Bodd,” she decided. 
“ You will not be afraid 7 ” she added, turning 
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towards him with a little smile at the comers' 
of her lips. 

“ Where am I to come to, and when ? ” he 
enquired. 

She glanced at her brother, then back a^o^ 
towards her neighbour. 

“ I shall tell you presently,” she w'hispered; 

The little party broke up shortly afterwards. 
The hall outside, where they lingered to mak& 
their adieux, was unusually crowded. Ilarv^ 
Grimm felt a touch ^upon his elbow. 

“ A pleasant luncheon, I trust ? ” 

He frowned as he recognised llrodie, who 
was apparently waiting for a friend. It waa 
exactly the meeting v hieh lu; had desired to 
avoid. He greeted him, however, with his 
customary geniality. 

*‘ Lunching lat<*, aren’t you ? ” he observed. 

Brodie seenud scarcely to hear him. His 
eyes were lixed upon the young Belgian) who* 
with his arm in a sling, ^vfls being helped 
carefully into his overcoat. Suddi nly, how-^ 
ever, he stretched out his arm, laid it upon 
Harvey Grimm’s shoulder and drew him tO 
within whispering distance. 

“ See here, Harvey,” he muttered, ‘‘ I don't 
know what game you’re playing, but if any 
man tries to boost me, he's going to have & 
rough journey.” 

Harvey Grimm was shocked. 

” My dear fellow ! —t—'* he began. 

“ Don't waste your breath,” the other in* 
termpted, as he turned away. “Remember 



l*ve got my eye on you, as well as our friend 
‘tiiere. It may be a waiting game, but you*U 
find roc there at the finish, sure as my name’s 
Paul Brodic.” 

He strode off towards the telephone booth. 
Harvey Grimm found his hand gripped by his 
Iguest. 

“ My sister and I thank you for a very 
49CC(‘llent lunelu on, Mr. (irinim,” Captain Brin- 
nen said politek. “ 1 trust that you will soon 
give us an ojiiiortimity^ of repaying your 
hospitality.'’ 

“ You will come to me,” the girl whispered 
in Aaron Uodd's ear, ” at number thirteen, 
Grosvenor Sejuare, this afternoon at five 
o’clock. . . .” 

The poet vas inelined to he peevish as tlie 
three men A\alk<(l <lonn the Strand. 

“In this ad\tnture," he declared, “I do 
not S'‘t> where 1 ennie in. Aaron llodd is to go 
and fetch the .lianioiuls. and jirohahly have 
tea with the iHantiful young lady who has 
changi'd her nunu‘, and you.” he went on, 
Addressing Harvey (irimin, “ thereupon vanish 
with the stones to your mysterious treasure- 
house and return uilh the gold. 1 am simply 
not in it. I might as uell not exist.'’ 

“ It is regndlahle but true," Ilaivcy Grimm 
Assented. " Ih niemhor, however, that you 
Ate a self-invited new-eomer to our little eircle. 
A place shall he found for you presently. I can 
promise you that the cycle of our adventures 
will not be ended with the realisation of 



Jeremiah Sands* diamonds. This affair, un* 
fortunately, presents no opportunity for your 
activities. I do not propose, even, to offer you 
more than a trifling share in the financial 
results.” , , 

” Finaneially,” the poet annbunced airily, 
” I am independent. The taste for my poetry 
has spread like a forest fire. Tliere will be a 
trifle of mine, by the by, in the Pall MaU 
to-night. Don’t forget to look*out for it.” 
Harvey Grimm foy once was unsympathetic, 
“ Look here,” he said, stopping suddenly, 
“ I wish you’d forget your poetry for a few 
minutes. There is just one way you can make 
yourself useful. You sjiw a, sleek, po<lgy, 
bulky, fat-faeed looking man, with hair brus^...d 
baek, who spoke to me in the hall at the 
Milan ? ” 

The poet nodded. 

” I remember,” he murmured, “ wishing 
that you would allow me to edit your acquaint- 
ances.” 

“ That man,” Harvey Grimm continued, 
‘‘ was Paul Brodie, an amateur detective. He 
has set himself the task of bringing about the 
arrest of Ji'remiah Sands, lie emne to lOurope 
with that idea. It was he wlio had the cud 
gentleman and his daughter taken to the 
police-station from my rooms. We have been 
working together, but he’s out with us now, 
and he blames us for that fiasco. I should like 
to know why he is still hanging about the 
Milan Court.” 
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*‘I will return tlwre,” the poet promised. 
“ I will endeavour to engage him in conversa- 
tion.” 

Harvey Grimm smiled pityingly. 

“ Oh, my ingenuous youth ! ” lie murmured. 
** Your ideas of tackling a dett etive are bright 
tfnd engaging, yet do your best. The very 
imbecility of your nuihods may Iqad to success. 
I should very much like* to know where Paul 
Brodie is proposing to spend this afternoon.” 

Cressw'oll nodded in mvstcrious fashion and 
left them, llarviy (•riinm passed his arm 
through his friend's, as they tunicd into the 
little street which led down to Aaron's llodd's 
offices. 

“Aaron,” he said earnestly, “if your little 
expedition this aftt moon should by any clianee 
involve you in any manruu’ of trouble, rc- 
Inember tliat tlK‘n‘'s one golden motto— silence. 
Vou*»jnake a cult of it in prnate life. If any- 
thing should iiupjieii to you— don’t depart 
from it.” 


At preeLscly the a])pointed hour, Aaron Rodd 
was shown by a footman in deep black livery 
into a small but ehamiingly-furnished room 
in the largest house which he had ever entered. 
On his way thither he had caught the sound of 
ipany voices, laughing and talking, the tinkling 
of teacups, the scraping of a violin. Evidently 
some sort of reception w'as in progress, for 
outside a canvas shelter was stretched to the 



curbstone, and a long row of automobiles and 
carriages was in evidence. It was almost ten 
minutes before the door was abruptly opened 
and Henriette Brinnen appeared. She ha4 
changed her clothes since luncheon, and was 
wearing a gown of some soft grey material, and 
a large hat with black feathers. In her hand 
she was carrying a small brown paper package, 
sealed at both ends. The little smile witb 
which she welcomed him was bewildering. 

“I have kept you* waiting,” she exclaimed, 
” and I must send you away again quickly I 
Believe me, I am not always so inhospitable. 
This afternoon, as it Imppcms, Madame is 
receiving and I must help Ikt.* I would ask 
you to come and l/t* pres(‘nled but it is more 
important that you proceed sw'iftly with your 
mission.” 

“ Of course,” he assented, taking the pared 
from her Hand. * I ’ • 

“ Tell me first,” she Ijcggwl, keeping her 
fingers upon the closed door, “ why were you 
so sad and silent all luneheon-time ? ” 
lie laughed a little hardly, hesitated, and 
was suddenly frank. 

“ Because,” he told her, “ I have hot yet 
got used to my new role m life. 

** But it is amusing, surely ? ” 

** Perhaps I am old-fashioned,” he sighed. 
** I rather resent being driven into the crooked 
ways.” 

** You arc thinking only of yourself then ? ** 
** To be perfectly trutnfhl,” be assured her, 



'^**1 was thinking very little of myself. I am 
ai&aid for you.” ^ 

“ But why for me ? ” ^ 

• ‘Because you are reckless,” he answered. 
Your brother may be the cleverest adven- 


tturer who ever kept the police at arm’s length, 
there is always the risk. You cannot go on 
playing a part for ever. You may hide at the 
BGlan Court and call yourself what you will, 
and the chances are with you, but to borrow 


some one else’s identity, to advertise yourself as 
the companion of a reigning princess, to occupy 
a position of trust and favour in her household 
and help to receive her guests, how long do you 
tiUnk that will go on ? ” 


She laughed at him but her eyes were full of 
kindness. 


“ You speak only of my brother’s cleverness,” 
she said. ” Is that because I am a woman ? 


IiCt me 'assure you, my dear friend, in many 
ways I am his equal. Your fears are exag- 

£ rated. I am right, am I not, when I assiune 
at your present position is new to you ? 
i “ It is,” Aaron Rodd confessed. “ Until 
(tiiese last few weeks— until the day, in fact, 
I first saw you in the Embankment 
Gardens and Harvey Grimm sauntered, an 
Ikhiur later, into my office— I have lived mber- 
^pUy» perhaps, but honestly.” 

2 -' She laughed once more in his face, 
i. ■ Oh, but you are so foolish ! ” she mur- 
lillpnired. “ Believe me, no person is really 
Iponest. We all live upon our neighbours. 
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There is only one thing in life which is common 
to all religions— honour. ^By honour I mean 
fidelity to one's friends. Take that into your 
heart, dear Mr. Aaron Rodd, and you can hold 
your head as high as any man’s on earth.” 

lie stooped and kissed her fingers as she stood 
by the open door, an action, curiously enough, 
wliich he had never eontemplated in his Ufe 
before in connection with any woman, yet 
which seemed to him at that moment an 
entirely natural* proceeding. 

“ That, at least,’' he ])romiscd, is some* 
thing ■which I can hold on to.” 

He descended the stairs, the clasp of her 
fingers still tingling on his, W9s handed from 
the grave major-domo, who guarded the hall, 
to another sen'ant, and on to the footman, 
who summoned a taxicab for him. He 
gave the address of his oil ice and was 
driven promptly off. A few vards from the 
comer of the Square, how'cwr, the taxicab 
slackened speed and stopped by the side 
of the pavement. Almost before he realised 
w'hat was happening, the door was opened. 
An inspector, m uniform and peaked cap, let 
down the vacant scat and sat opposite ‘to him. 
Mr. Paul Brodie, smoking a large cigar, 
followed and took the place by his side. The 
cab went on. Aaron llodd remained stonily 
silent. The eyes of the two men were fixed 
upon the brown paper parcel which he had had 
no time to conceal. 

” Sorry to take you out of your way, Mr.^ 



Rodd,” Brodie said, with ponderous sarcasm, 
“ but w<* just want you to call for a moment 
at the Marlborough Street police-station. In 
the meantime, you wouldn’t care to tell us, I 
suppose, what you have in that sm^l parcel 
you are holding so carefully ? ” 

Aaron llt»dd sat perfectly still. A chain of 
wild ideas ilaslu'd through liis brain, only to be 
ipstantly dismissi d. He thought of throwing 
the parcel out of the window, hurling himself 
upon the two nu n and nuiking a fierce struggle 
for liberty. Then* was something ignominious 
in the facility of his capture, in the complete- 
ness of his failure. Yet he realised perfectly 
well that escape by any means was hopeless, 
that behaviour of any sost incompatible With 
his suppos(*d })osition would be an instant 
confession of guilt. 

“ I am engag<*d on confidential business on 
behulf of a client, " he announced stiffly, “and 
I cannot eoneO'ive what authority you have to 
delay me or to ask me questions.” 

Mr. Brodie nodded .sympathetically. 

“ That's perfectly correct,” he admitted, 
“ perfectly correct."’ 

Not another word was spoken tmtil the cab 
drew up outside the police-station. Mr. Brodie 
paid the taxicab driver, and Aaron Rodd, with 
an escort on either side of him, crossed the 
pavement, passed through the bare stone hall 
and into a small 'waiting-room. A superinten- 
dent, who was writing at a desk, glanced up as 
they entered. Mr. Brodie Ican^ down and 



said a icnv words in his ear. The former nodded 
and turned to Aaron Kodd. 

“Have you any objection,” he asked, “to 
our examining the parcel uhioh you are 
carrying ? ” 

“ None wliatever,” Aaron llodd answered 
coolly. 

IMr. Brodie -took it from him and carried it 
to the desk. The sn])c nntendent broke the 
seals and w'ithdrew the lid from an oblong 
wooden jcw<‘ljer’s box. There ivas a mass of 
cotton-wool inside, which he hastily removed. 
Then his lingers suddenly stopped. lie gaxed 
<low'nwards and frowni'd. Sir. Hrodie’s face 
was a study. The imprecation i which broke 
from his lips were transatlantic and suflicingk 
Aaron Rodd, emboldened by their consterna- 
tion, stepped forward and looked over their 
shoulders. At the bottom of the box reposed 
a small, black opal scarf-jnn, t^,c safety'-ortain 
of w’hich was broken. The su}k rintimdent rose 
to his feet, wluspererl something sharply t6 
Mr. Brodie, who lapsed into a gloomy silence* 
and turned to Aaron Kodd. 

“Do you mind telling me where you were 
taking this box, Mr. Rodd ? ” he asked. 

“ To a jeweller’s, to have the pin mended,** 
w’as the prompt reply. 

The superintendent replaced the wadding, 
thrust the lid back along its grooves, tied up 
the box and returned it to its owner. 

“ We are very sor^ to have interfered with 
your mission,’* he said, ** but before you leave 
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11s I am going to ask you, so that we may be 
perfectly satisfied, to allow me to search your 
^person.” 

Aaron Rodd shrugged his shoulders. 

“ Pray do as you will,” he consented, holding 
out his arms. 

The superintendent vrent carefully through 
his pockets, felt his clothing and returned to 
his place. 

” We arc very sorry to have detained you, 
sir,” he said, ” the necessities of the law, you 
know. Inspector, get Mr. Rodd another taxi- 
cab.” 

“ I know something about the law,” Aaron 
'Rodd declared, trying hard to feel that this 
was not some absurd niglrtmare, ” and I still 
ful to realise on what possible authority you 
can practically arrest a solicitor leaving the 
house of an exceedingly distinguished client, 
break the seals ';f a private packet, and dismiss 
him without a word of explanation.” 

The superintendent glanced severely at Mr. 
Brodie. 

” W^c are imfortunatcly in the position, Mr. 
Rodd,” he confessed, ” of having been misled 
by false information. We can do no more nor 
less than apologise. Our action, mistaken 
though it seenns to have been, was undertaken 
in the interests of the law, with the profession 
of which you are connected. I hope, therefore, 
that you will be tolerant.” 

Aaron Rodd received his packet, wished the 
three men a brief ” Good afternoon ” and left 




the police^totioh. He drove at once to hl» 
oilice, where he found the poet reclining da 
throe chairs drawn up to the window, with a 
hiook of paper' in his hand and a pipe in hia 
mouth. ^ 

“ Where’s Harvey Grimm ? ” Aaron de- 
manded. 

The poet laid down his i)cneil and waved 
hand. 

1 , “Gone!” 

“Gone? Where?” 

“ I have no idea,” %vas the bland reply. 
“ I spent an hour or two at the Milan, eonver- 
sing with several friends, and ineidentaHy 
looking out for Air. Brodie. Then an idea carnet 
to nie. I ne(‘ded spasv and solitude. I thought 
of your empty rooms and 1 hastened here. 
If you would like to listen ” 

“ Damn your poetry ! ” Aaron Hodd in- 
terrupted. •“ Tell me uhat you^ean when you 
’say that Harvey Grimm has gone ? lie was 
to have been waiting here for me.” 

“ As I left the Alilan,” the poet explained, 
“ I enquired of the hall-porter if Mr. Harvey 
Grimm had returned. The man told me that 
not only had he returned but that he had left 
again in a taxicab, a few minutes afterwards. 
I understood the fellow to say that he had gond 
into the country and would not be back for 
several days.” 

Aaron Rodd put his hand to his forehead* 
Alrc^y a dim suspicion of the truth was. 
finding its way into his brain. Then there wa» 



An AUutnce tf jfuevtt : 





» gentle tinkle from the bell of his newly 
Ifistollcd telephone. He took up the receiver. 
The voice winch spoke was the voice of Harvey 

Crrimm. 

“ That von, Aaron ? ” 

“Yes!” 

“ Anything happen« <l ? ” 

.r - “Yes!” 

“ It"s O.K. You iHM-drft explain. Hack in 
'about a week. *S<i long.” 

^ Aaron Hodd laid dowp tin- receiver. lie 
was still a little bewildered, i>ppressed by a 
certain .sense of liuniiliation. He threw the 
packet which he had been <-arrying so carefully 
upon his desk and scowled. 

“ What’s ujxset you ? W Cresswi‘11 ask'cd 
amiably. 

“ Seems to me I'm nothing but. a cat’s-paw,” 
Aaron Ilod<l replied gloomily. “A lucssi-nger 
Ijoy ?ofald Imve^tmc iny job.” • 

“ Don't W'orry,’' the poet advised. “ Ry the 
by, you don’t happen to know of a rhyme for 
silken, do you ? ” 

The telephone bell, ringing once more, inter- 
vened to save the poet from the ink-pot which 
Aaron’s lingers were handling longingly. 

“ What is it ? ” he demanded, taking up the 
xecciver. 

V. “ Just a little message for Mr. Aaron Rodd, 
please,” was the soft reply. “ Please forgive 
me— it was so necessary.* And the pin was 
for you— a little pcacc-offering. Will you 
jdease have the chaui mended ajtid wear it ? ” 




That mis ail. There was no pause for any 
reply. The connection was finished. Aaron 
laid down the receiver, lit a cigarette and 
almost swaggered back to his desk. 

“ Sorry, old fellow,” he said genially. ** I 
can't sCem to think of one for the moment. 
I'll have a try.” 


Chapter IV 


Ulysses op Wapping 


On the following morning, Aaron Rodd, some- 
what to his surprise', roreivtd a ’visit from his 
OQly^ client. Mr. Jacu)> Potts, who w'as a 
publican and retirc'd pugilist, and whose ap- 
pearance entirely eoiiuhded with his dual 
profession, lookt'd around the apartment with 
« little sniff. 

“ Ho ! ” lyj exclaimed. “ Belter times 
arrived, eh ? ’Ael a sprjng-eleuniug, ’aven’t 
you ? Telephone, too, and new chairs 1 
Oolly ! Does it run to eigurs ? ” 

Aaron llodd shamelessly offered him a box 
-of Ilan’cy Grinmi's C'uhanuS; llig client bit 
off the end di one with relish and seemed- 
inclined to s'wallow it. He eventually spat it 
out, however, lit the eigar, and, throwing him- 
ficlf back in a chair, crossed his rather pudgy 
legs. 

** Know anything about maritime law ? 
lie began. 

** Nut much,” Aaron Rodd admitted. ** A 
lawrver very seldom knows anything outside 
*his little bent,” he went on. “ *We have great 
towa of books properl]^ indexed, turn up the 
poiifb and read the decisions.” 

** Where arc your’n ? ” Mr. Jacob Potts 
as 



en^ired, looking around the, somewhat bare’ 
W^uls* 

“ Pawned,” Aaron !tlo4!d confessed. ** All 
the same, X can go into we law library and 
give you an answer on any point you like to 
put forwdrd, witliin a very few minutes.” 

Mr. Potts nodded. 

” That’s why I kind of took a fancy to you 
years ago, when you was a nipper*” he eon-' 
fessed. “No doubling and twisting about 
you. Just a straiglitfoi^vatd answer to . a 
straightfo^^va^d (piestion. * Do you know 
anything about maritime law ? * sez I. * No,* 
ser. you, * but 1 can find out.’ And so you can. 
Now, one of the regular kidney oX you fellows’d 
have been messing about for half an hour and 
then have read it all out of a hook. You never 
tumbled to it yet, guv’nor, did you, what my 
new line «if business nras ? ” 

“Ne\'er,'’ Aaron Rodd ,acknow)edgc‘d. 
“ From ytnir conversat ion at Various times I 
gathered* that you saved money in the ring, 
acquired a prosperous public-house proper^! . 
and were in some way or other responsible 
tbc organisation of labour in your neighb()lttl<>. 
hood.” 

Mr. Jacob Potts grinned. 

“ Let it go at that,” he decided. “ 
the point I vrant to know about is this. Sup- 
pasing in the course of business 1 commitb^ 
an offence against the law, you understatu^ 
and I legs it for a nootral country, you see- 
might be Holland, for instance— can I 


*A«iled off a Dutch boat in nootral waters on 
'my way to Holland ? ** 

It would depend,” Aaron Rodd replied, 
**on the nature of your offence. I will let 
you know your exact position, if you like to 
come in a little later.” * 

“That goes,” Mr. Potts agreed. “IVe a 
call to make at a public-house in .Craven Street. 
ThcTe*8 a promising lad there I saw with the 
gloves on for the first time in ’is life the other 
night. I thought of peaking a match with 
*im against Canary Jm-. *Ave you ever seen 
Canary Joe l>ox ? ” 

“ I have never seen a boxing match in my 
life,” Aaron Rodd replied. 

“ Lumme I ” Mr. Jacob Polls gasped. 
“ Well, I suppose yours ain’t a sj)urting pro- 
fession. Mine is— in cverj' .sense of the word,” 
he added with a grin. “ What about twelve 
o’clock, guv’n*r? That’ll give me time to 
get a can beer and some bread and' 
cheese.” 

“ I shall be quite ready for you at that time,” 
Aaron Rodd promised. * 

The ex-publican departed, and Aaron Rodd, 
after giving him time to get away, followed 
him out into the street, spent half an hour in 
the nearest law library, and returned with a 
volume under his arm. He found the ]^t 
seated on the top of the stairs outside his 
rooms. 

“My dear fellow,” the latter exclaimed 
peevishly, as he rose to his feet, “this new 



habit of yours of locking the door after you is ‘ 
most inconvenient.'* 

"Why not go to your club and unait?'* 
Aaron Rodd suggested. "It's only a few 
yards away.” 

"Inhospitable,” the other sighed, "and 1 
have come to you filled with a most generous 
idea. Listen. This may seem a commonplace 
thing to you but to me it is an epoch in my' 
career. 1 have op<‘nc(l a banking account.” 

" I noticed that the book-shop was tluronged, 
as usual, as I came by," Aaron Rodd remarked* 

"This week," the poet declared solemnly, 
" will practically sever my connection with the 
book-shop. My publishers insist upon it that 
my work must be ^stribuied in the regular 
fashion. Henceforth, the poems of Stephen 
‘Cresswcli will be on sale at every reputable 
bookseller's —at four and six pence, if you please. 
•I have also an agent, and, as 1 b<^ore remarked, 
a banking account. Things have chanffed with 
me, Aaron Rudd. Only yesterday 1 found 
myself in need of a ten-pound note, referred 
the matter to my publishers and found them 
most affable. . . . How are adventures this 
morning ? ” 

"Nothing doing,” was the prompt rcplv, 
" until Harvey Grunm comes back. My only 
cUent has been to ask me a question about> 
maritime law. He is coming back directly.” 

The poet ignored the hinL 

" My presence here will do you good,” he 
Dointea out. "He will nerhans take me fm 



(ffytset of Wappn^ 

iluaother client. He is not a man of culture, by 
4ny diance ? ” 

“ lie is not,” Aaron Rodd admitted tersely ; 
** nor is he one of those who liavc been whacked 
(rinto reading one of your poems.” / 

**He must have read about them, at aiw 
late,” Crcsswcll insisted a little irritably. ” li 
you introduce me, you liad hettef mention my 
identity. Fame so far has left me quite un* 
spoiled. I still fe<’l a little thrill of pleasure in 
noticing the effect which the mention of my 
name has ujion strangers. . . . Come in,” he 
added pleasantly, in ivsjKinse to a tlmndcrous 
knock at the door. 

Tiic door oju'ncd and, Mr. Jacob Potts 
entered, bringing with iiim a .strong atmosphere 
of old ale and liread and cheese. To Aaron 
Bodd’s surprise, he recognised the {XK’t with a 
broad grin. 

** My Ulyssef of Wappihg ! ” the latter ex- 
claimed, holding out his hand. ” What a 
meeting ! ” 

Mr. Jacob Potts jerked his thumb towards 
CresswcU as he turned to the lawyer. 

“ One of my clients,” he remarked. 

Aaron Rodd was puzzled, lie had once paid 
a visit to the river-side public-house over 
which Jacob Potts presided, and he found it 
iuud to associate Crcsswcll in any way with 
Ittie atmosphere there. IVIr. Jacob Potts had 
pressed a thick forclingcr to his lips. 

” Mum's the word, guv'nor,” he declared 
^reassuringly. ”^1>on’t you worry.” 



The poet i>icked up his hat. ‘ ‘ ^ , 

** From this gentleman,” he asserted grand*; 
ilraucntly, “ I luivc no secrets. To be firi^ 
with you, it was he and another friend whh are 
responsible for those incidents in my career 
with which you have been professiontdl^ 
connected.” 

Mr. Jac'ob Potts glanced at him admiringjiy. 

“That's ’oMT 'e talks dowa at Wapping;. 
Ain’t it wonderful ! ” he ol)scr\"e(l. 

Stephen’ Cresswell vdged towards the door. 

“When you have finished with our friend 
here,” he said, addmssing Aaron, “ come across 
to the jMilan. 1 have a proposition to mako 
anent the opening my banking account. It 
is connected with ftaid and drink. Au revoir 1 
Farewell, my river-side Goliath,” he added, 
w'aving his hand to Jacob Potts. “ llemember, 
our little bargain still goes.” 

Mr. Potts' large ^€||cc was 'iconvulsed ^nto 
humorous wrinkles. 

“That’s a queer gent.,” he declared, as the 
door closed. “ Come to me, ’c did, sometime 
ago — heard I'd been a bit of a bruiser and 
asked me to teach ’im a knock-out blow, some- 
thing quick and not dangerous. Lord love m^ 
I used to let ’im go on, and fnve Mm ’is ^ 
beer, for the sake of hearing ’im talk 1 ’Ow I 
laif(^ when I tumbled to ’is game— -me and 
the missis ! He’d written some stuff wot ho on^ 
would read, and ’is idea was to advertise it:' 
Up you goes to an old gent at a dark covaeA, 

’ *Ave you read my book ? * arsks. *’ NoJ * 
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•teas the old gent. *CressweU’8 Poems, eight*' 
^VlBOce a copy, number thirty-two Manchester 
Street,* he sez, and bifis *im one. Then other 
nervous old gents. *ear about this and buys the 
.poems, give the proper answer when they’re 
'tadded and *ome they goes to tea. ’Oly Moses, 
‘It was a great scheme, but it was a greater 
before I’d done with it ! '* 

“ Where did. you come in ? ’* Atiron Rodd 
asked curiously. 

Jacob Potts drew his clmir a little closer to 
Aaron Rodd’s desk. 

“ Well,” he explained, “ it’s giving things 
awi^ a bit, but to one's lawyer I don’t know 
as it matters. 'Pm a kind o’* provider of men 
as can be trusted to give any one a clout on the 
mdo of the ’ead and no questions arst. I could 
Ifay my hand at the present moment on some 
Afty^of.’cm, good to give any ordin.^ry person 
yS dom'. Wiy, tiie third night aO < r von chap’d 
amne to me, I’d twenty-five of ‘mi out, all 
asking the same question, at ten hob a time, 
jt cost ’im a bit.” 

, ** But where on earth did he get the money ? ” 
Aaron Rodd asked. ” He was broke when v>e 
met him first.” 

**I financed him,” Jacob Potts confessed. 
** 1 tell you the idea fair tickled me. I found 
the coin and he paid me back like a gentleman, 
t only sends 'em out now when we’re slack with 
omer work, but whenever we *avc a little affair 
^ing, whatever the cost may be, we always 
commence it the. same way— **Ave you read 


Stephen Cresswdl's poems ? * * No^'-*and then^, 
biff!** ' 

The publican leaned bade in his chair and hia 
fat body shook with lauffhter. Hem<^pedtht 
tears from his eyes with a big red bradanna 
handkoebief. 

** To think of meeting *im *cie 1 ** he mut^ • 
mured weakly. “ You see» we *as our jokaa 
even in the serious professions. Not that X 
ever let my boys go too far/* he condude^ 
** and I keep 'em out of trouble as much as I 
can. That’s why I want to know the law abool 
this sea business.” 

Aaron Rodd read him extracts from the 
volume he had brought back,* and explained 
several doubtful pbmts. The publican’s face 
was a little grave lahen he had finished. 

“I ain't at all sure,” he decided, **that I 
fancy trusting any of my best boys with this 
job, and I loathe fbrcigners, a^ way.”* • 

** Well, I won’t ask you any questions,** 
Aaron Rodd said, but if you want any fiM 
advice, here it is. You’ve made plenty of* 
money. I should keep friends with the law#/ 
if 1 were you. You can’t employ such a baad * 
of ruffians as you’ve been talking about, and' 
not find a wrong ’un amongst them now and, 
then.” 

“ If one o’ my lads,” Jacob Potts declared 
S(demnly, ” was to squeal, I tdl you the re|h i 
would be on *im like a pack of fox’ounds on a 
fox. They’d tear ’im umb from limb. that!a>. 
wot they’d do*” 



S. “That wouldn’t do you a jp'eat deal of 
pifood if you were in prison,” Aaron Rodcl 
^liMninded him. “ However, yoii know tlic law 
; now.” 

“ I know it, and I ain't sweet on the job,” 

'. Mr. Jaeob Potts eonfessed. “ 'Ow’^omever ! 

^' Cood morning to you, Mr. Hodd. and much 
’ obliged. You’ll ,‘idd yojir little hit on to my 
I' quarterly account. . . . Wot ’o. another 
' client ! ” he add(‘d. ” I’m t<Mldling.” 

He shook hands with hi}* adviser and reached 
^ -^e door just as it was ojwtx'd and llenriettc 
.entered. He .st<M>d for a moment as though 
’ stupelied. Tlion, as he (lisappoan^d through the 
doorway, lie tu-.med round uml wink<-d s^demnly 
at Aaron. • 

“ Wishing vou good morning, guv'nor ! ” he 
>aid as lu“ closed the d<K>r. ^ 

Curiously enough, as on that lirst morning 
.'./when "they had met in the Knihankment 
‘'‘Gardens, a little ray of wintry sunshine, which * 
hadi stolen in through the dusty, uncurtained 
, .witulowg, lay between them. Aarcjii Hodd, 
whofee ftwt impulse had been one of joy .at this 
; unexpected visit, stopped suddenly in his pro- 
-^..gross across the room. There was something 
^ .SO entirely different about her, a change so 
absolute and mystifying. The. faintly suptr- 
cilious deportment and expression of the young 
woman of the world, carrying herself so ea-sily 
and with such natural grace and self-possession, 
seemed to h.-ive deserte<l her. She was sud- 
/denly a frightened child seeking for shelter. 
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and with a lightning-like cfloit of imagination 
he $o<'ntod to see her flying for sanctuary from 
those terrors of which he had already warned 
her. 

“ Is anytliing wrong ? ” he en(|uired quickly 
— “ anytl^ing I’n'sh, I mean ? ” 

She sank into his chair. She was planting a 
little, as tlioiigh she had been hurraing. 

“ I am afraid 1 ” she confesscil. “ I am 
terrifud! Givt* mu yuur hand to hold, and 
listen.” 

She gripped his slVong lingers. They both 
almost luld tlieir hn.dhs. There wiU? no 
Miund i.scipt the <iist.inl iuiiil)|(‘ of traflio. 
Jiydtguissh* gi< w <alin<i. • 

You an not \\<«i\ itig .'liout iny errand ? ” 
In- usk<d anMou^l^. “You kiunv N\hat hap- 
p< lu d io nu ? ” 

“ It Isn't that,” slu tohl him simply. “ That 
nas all plaiuud ix Ion hand. You tlAdu't 
••mind 'i ' • * 

“ Of ( ouise not, ' he assuitd lu r. 

“It IS s(MU( thing which ii.-ippined before J 
came to Krigland,” slu w« iil on, “ something 
lirrihK, sunu-tiiing Irom wliieh il .siems to roe 
I can iKver i scape. Listen. ... I must tell 
you one (l.i\ — I sludl till jou now. Leopold 
has always h'ln fortunate*, but the luck went 
ugain.st Hit one tlay. I was ftiee to face with 
detection. I had the whole of the jewt-ls in my 
[Missessioa. I was eonfiontcd with the worst. 
1 hiuln't lime to Hunk. I killr-d the man who 
w'ould have brought ruin on all of us, and— 





on me, worse than ruin. ... Do you 
|iear?-IkiUedhiml’* 

Aaron Rodd sat speechless. She seemed so 
small and delicate-looking. It was incredible I 
*^He was a great man, a colonel in the 
:^Prussian Guards. He had high connections, 
some of them Belgian. The threats of his 
people reached my ears even before I had 
escaped. They .swore to get me back into 
Belgium, and if I were once there, God knows 
what would happen to me ! At first, when I 
reached London, 1 felt safe. 1 managed to 
become attached to the household uf M^ame. 
Surely in London was sanctuary ! And lately 
I have felt difliprent. This man— I will not tell 
you his name— he is connected even with the 
family of Madame herself. I begin to fear tliat 
they have suspicious. The Princess has bwn 
cold to me lately. There arc several otliers 
in the.householtl who .seem to look ^iskancc at 
me. I have hail h'tters from relatives in 
Belgium, inviting me to go back. Some of 
them, I know, have been forgeries. During the 
last few days 1 have been followed about. 
Only yesterday tluTC was a little fog. I was 
in the square, near the corner of Brook Street. 
$uddcnly I heard swift footsteps just behind 
me, there was a whistle, a taxicab drove up by 
the kerb. Then* was a man in it, sitting back 
in the comer. I sjiw his face— it was cruel, 
horrible ! I I'ould hear another man running 
from out of the fog towards me. I knew what 
tlicy wanted— to thrust me into the taxicab. 



And just at that mwnent I shrieked, and two' 
strangers came from (me of the big houses and'* 
I clung to them. Hie taxicab drove off and 
the iftan seemed to melt away. The two 
gentlemen thought I was mad. They escOTted 
me to another taxicab. Since then 1 dare not 
move alone.” * 

“ How o'd you come here ? ” he asked. 

** In one of Madame’s ears. It waits for me 
outside. Even at the comer of this street 
there were two men who frightened me* 
To-day my week of j^pri-iec is up with Madame. 
She has not encouraged me to stay lon||er. 
She looks at me with the eyes of suspicioii. 
And at the Milan Court I am afraid ‘ My 
grpndfatluT is so old— t lie world is linishcd for 
him. And Leopold is so cold and mysterious. 
Ilf comes and goes with never a word. . . * 
-There ! You sec what has hapiK'ned to me 1 ** 
she exclaimed, with a little quaver in her tone. 

I have 'lost my nerve. And I haVP been 
brave, 31<insicur Aaron llodcf— believe me, I 
iiave been brave.” 

“Of course you have,” he answered en» 
eouragbigly, “ and of course you will continue 
to be brave. You must not fancy things. 
Believe me, you are safe here— safe; at least, 
against being sent back to Belgium against 
your will. The fears for you and about 
you ” 

“ Well, what are they ? ” she interrupted 
anxiously. “ Tell me about them ? ” 

“These diamonds,” he continued slowly. 




I** !f I tnight venture to say so, it seems to me 
l^^t ^our brother is making a mistake in 
f^&agging you into the affair at all. We could 
( liavc clone our business with him and left you 
■out of it.*’ 

“ But he is watched every liour of the day,” 
^«he explained. “ Thc’V cannot find the jewels, 
and thc;y can proven nothing against^him unless, 
['they do find thcni, but they kru/%' very well 
.'that soon hc^ jnust dispose of them, and they 
j never willingly let him out of their sight. 
'Resides, we are all to share in the j)roceeds. 
'Why should we not lake a little, of the risk ‘i 
;;Oh, belkn'c nu‘.” sh«- went im eagerly, “ T can 
.face anything that <-(»mes to me through the 

1 *ewcls. It is the other thing I am afraid of. 
[ cannot sjieak even to Ton of th.'it aw*ful 
moment. The man who guessed -mu* secret— 
; he offered silence. We were alou<‘. ...” 

She broke off stnldeiily, absolutely ineapnblo 
of J!f)MTh. Sin* was white almost tt) tin* lips. 
Her eyes were 'tilled with reminiscent horror. 
He leaned m er and took her hands once more 
;a little olumsily in his. 

Don't think of it.” he bogged. “ That 
'part of it, at any ratc^ is dime with. One mu.st 
{nght for what one ha.s, for the sake of others.” 
I “I know - 1 know ! ” she agreed, trying to 
^^ile at him. But tell me again— there 
.i^isii’t any way, is then-, that the Belgian 
; authorities ~-I sui>|Hise they do still control 
'";their own law-courts— eonld be cajoled into 
^having me seiit h;iek ? I am frightened, I 


begin to wonder whether these men* who 1 nnt>< 
sure have been watching me, are .emissaries 
from the foreign police.” 

He smiled reassuringly. 

” Not a chance,” lie declared. “ They have 
something else to do just now. Believe me, 
you arc «^l'right< ning yourself about nothin* 
If you an being watched, and I should thii^ 
it cxtremtJy probable that you are beiii|g 
watche<I, it is simply because you arc living 
under the same roof as your brother and be* 
cause you are an e\et etlingly likely mediuhl 
for the ibsposal of the jewels.” 

‘‘If I were suie that lh.it w'as all I ” sbo 
murmured. 

‘‘ It IS all,” h<‘ told Ik r eonlickmtly. “ There t 
Besides, m that otia r < ase, k member that yeu 
arc nol fiicndUss. 1 don't Hunk I need tell 
.you,” he went on, a lit lie awkwardly, ‘* that if 
there wire any wa> I eouhl Ik Ip, any way X 
could ensure your saftty, it would makn me 
very happy.” • 

‘‘I think that I bit that,*’ she answered 


softly. " I think that that is why 1 came tO* 
you. Leopold has gone to one of his hiding*^ 

f ilacos —I do not know where*^and lu will nob 
le back lor st\cr.d da^s. Phasi*, do not gO 
far aw’ay. Be w hi re I can t< lepbonc to you. 


or com(\ • j 

‘‘ I wouldn't ask anything better,” 
promised. j 

Her eyes glowed for a moment. She MVo 
him her hand impulsively, and he was wtz$ 


with the strangeness and the joy it He 
bad been so long debarred from intereourse 
with her sex that femininity was making a late 
but extraordinarily subtle appeal to him. 
fie found himself, even in the moment when 
he was studying the colour of her eyes, counting 
the wasted years of his life, rememl^ring with 
a sick regret the lines upon his fac^/ the streak 
of grey in his hair. . » 

•* You arc going back now to the Milan ? ” 
he enquired. 

** From here. You could not ? ” 

“ Of course I could,” he assented eagerly, 
taking down his hut. “ I promised to meet 
our friend Cresswell there.” 

** That ridiculous poet ! ” she laughed. 

“ Wliatcver made him a friend of yours ? ” 

“ He would tell j'ou Fate,” was the smiling 
reply. ‘‘ Ilarvt y Grimm would till you a senst^ 
of humour. 1 really don't know what I could 
say-Ahout it. He isn't a bad fellow.*’ 

“ You arc su/e you have no more business ‘ 
to attend to ? ” she asked earnestly. ” I can 
idt and wait quite patiently while you finish.*’ 
He sighed as he closed his desk. 

“I am afraid my oflice itself is rather a 
larce,” he told her. *“ As a lawyer I have been 
a failure. My only client passed you on the 
•tairs as he went out.” 

She heard him a little incredulously. 

**That seems so strange,” she observed. 

** I am sure Uiat you arc clever.” 

** The majority of the world seems to have 
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edne to a diflocent ocmdusion,** be il^^ied, m' 
he stood on one side to let her pass out. 

** Here comes your client back again/* die 
'whispered. will wait for you upon the 
landing.’* 

Mr. Jacob Potts came puffing up the stairs. 
Hs beckoned mysteriously to Aaron Rodd 
and drew h*m on one side. 

“ Guv’nori*.’ he whispered, “ ’ave you got 
any pals in this building ? ’* 

** I don’t know that I have; particularly/* 
was the somewhat doubtful reply. “ Why ? ** 
“ Gave me quite a furn,” Mr. Potts confessed. 
“ There’s two of my boys below, two of them 
uho arc on tliut job I eam<' to consult you 
about.” , 

'* They arc proboldy shadowing you,” Aaron 
Rodd suggested. 

• “ I’d give ’em sliadow, if they tried that 
game on ! ” Mr. Jacob Potts asserted irueu* 
lently. ‘^’Ch>somc\tr, you’ve got the i>ffice, 
if there’s any puls of yourir about. ... If 
you’ve any fancy, sir,” he added, as he turned 
away, ” for seeing a little bout to-night down 
at my place, I’ve arranged for that young 
fellow I spoke alxiut to come down and put 
’em on with Canary Joe. ’Arf-past nine, and 
no tjuestions arst of a friend.” 

“ I’ll remtmbtr,” the other promised. 
“Won’t keip you longer,” Mr. Potts 
observed, turning heavily away. “There’s 
other clients than me about this morning; 
wot ’o ! ” 
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y lc turnip back from the doorway aj|^. 
ulged in a huge and solemn wink. . 

“ *Arf-past nine,” he called out, “ nothing 
.efiaigt’d for admission, but the salt air down 
i^apping way encourages the thirst, which is 
vood for the trader, liring a pal, if you’ve a 

Sind.” ^ 

’ Aaron waited until his client l»d rt'aehcd 
,the first landhig befon- he rejoiia/l Henriette, 
iThcy drove in what was, to him, iin accustomed 
splendour to (he Milan, and [)arted in the 
little hall. 

“Tt is foolish,” she said, as she held out her 
^band, ” but J feel better bec-ause I have bec'ii 
'finuik with you. SuuK-limes my feare seem 
;So mircat, at»d theji sonurtimes L close iny eyes 
and I get these, horrible Ifrtle mind pictures. 
Ah, but you «lo nol know the terror of them ! 
■This' is Kngland. though, and that was whafc" 
;,thev all said - ‘ In Kngland vuu will be safe.’ 
|Xcli*inr you are sure that I :im safe ? ” , 

“■ Ahsoiutcrly.** he declared eonfidently. 

She waved her hand t-.> him from the lift, 
^imd he proeeedt'd to the smoking-room in starch 
Hjf Cresswell. 

■p' • • • • • • 
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The poet, having received fortv ]xHinds frcun 
]ba& publishei*s, was thoroughly disposed to- 
':^ards a frivolous evening. He was con- 
liscquently a little dismayed when, as they sat 
dinner that same evening, Aaron J^dd, 
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'^10 tiad been a little distrait, su|||^t^ 
iiltcr^atiott in their evening’s entertainment. 

“ i wonder,” he said, “ if, instead of going 
to the ‘ Empire,’ you would care to see a boiUt 
1)1 tAveen Canary Joe and a youthful barutti^ 
Avlut 1 understainl jiossesst's genius ? ” 

The poo‘. made a wry lace. r 

“ I am rather fed uj) w ith billing just now,*||j 
he confessed^ “but ('anary Joe — why, thatf.^ 
old man Potts’ |)rolege.“ . 

Aaron nodtleil. 

“ The affair is to take phu e in a room at the 
l>ack of his publie-housc,” In* ol)scr\'ed. 

Cresswell sipped his Avine and considered. 
His attitude Avas obviously unfavourable. 

1 iiru in the lunnour.” he declared, “ for a 
juore cnerA'ating alinosplien*, liie AV'armth and 
comfort of the Knij»ire lonngi-. Hie ciiarfh of 
feniiiiiiie soerely <‘\-en IVcan a <listanee,” he 
adtled hastily. “ 1 am feeling human tu-ilight, 
‘Aaron llodd—A-ery human.” 

“H is jiossible, ’ his eompanion continued 
sloAvly, ■■ that an adventure ” 

The poet's manner changed. 

“ More than anything in the world I am in, 
the hunjour for an adventure,” he asserted 
eagerly. 

“ Tl'jeii I think a\'<' Avill see Canary Jo<s” 
Aaron 11 odd decided. “ You shall be ray 
guide.” 

The long taxi-ride would have been a little 
depr^ing but for the poet’s uproarious spirits^ 


lite 8a^ himself hoarse and 'filled the vdiicle 
cigarette smoke. They reached.at last ^ 
legion of small streets all running one way ; 
^ the background a vision of lights, suspended 
ji^parently from nowhere, the sound of an 
itocasional siren, the constant, sometimes over- 
bowering odour of river-side mud. When at 
mst the taxicab came to a standstill, they were 
near enough to the river to hcar^ts rise and. 
£aU ass unst a Jitile bank of shin^e. From 
behind tl ic closely-drawn windows of the public- 
house, one side of w’hicli. seemed to abut on 
to the river-side, eanie the sound of many 
ymces. They dismissi'd the taxicab and pushed 
(^n the swing-doors. The poet, who had been 
complaining biftcrly of thirst on the way do\vn, 
ted the way to the counter.* 

. .** Two whiskies and sodas, Tim,” he ordered. 
** Where’s the guv’nor ? ” 

^c man jerked his thumb over his slmulder. 
*^Cp in the ipom. getting things fo rights,”^ 
he announced. “ If you take my advice, 3Ir. 
Cresswell, you’ll slip in there as soon as you’ve 
had your drink. Tiierc’ll be a crowd w'hen the 
gong goes, and they’re a tough lot to struggle 
with for seatfl.” 


Aaron glanced around. Tiic room vras filled 
witli a motley throng of river-side loafci*s, 
with here and tlu‘rc a sprinkling of sailors. 
One huge Dutchman, in a soiled nautical 
uniform, was already furiously dnmk. The 
two young men slipped up the stairs, to which 
the ^et led the way, and passed tlirougft the 
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door into the further apartment, just as tli<i( 
Dutchman's truculent eye fell upon them. 

**Shofuldn*t wonder if we didn*t tumble 
across something in the way of an adventure 
here,” the poet remarked cheerfully. **We 
ought to have changed our clothes. Hdkv 
here’s the boss.” 

Mr. Jacob Potts, on his way down the loi^ 
dimly lit room, came to a sudden standstiU* 
His expression scarcely conlirmod the wclomn^ 
which the heartiness of his invitation earlier 
in the day had promised. He glanced at the 
two visitors in something like dismay. Nothing, 
however, could damp the poet’s spirits. 

“ We’ve come down to see the scraps 
gav’nor,” he declared. ^ ^ 

” If you have,” Mr. Jacob Potts replied, witt 
something which sounded threatening in hia 
tone, “ you’re welcome. If so be that you’ve 
any other reason for your coming, mayb^a 
.word of advice from me wouldn’t be ouF*of 
place, and that word’s git.” 

“ When wc’vc seen the scrap and vMt 
before,” CressweU chuckhd. “Do you know 
that it cost the best part of a quid to get down 
here, guv’nor? Bring ’em in and let’s see 
what stuff they’re made of.” 

Jacob Potts looked at the speaker doubt- 
fully. 

“You’ve ’ad a drop, young fellow, yon 
’avc,” he muttered. 

“Trenchantly and convincingly put, old 
chap,'9 the poet replied, steadying himself by 
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bftdc of the chair. ** My dear friend and I 

axe making an evening of it.’* 

; Mr. Potts’ face cloarctl a little. 

. “Boys will be boys,” he assented amiably, 
“ and there’s lunic of you the worse for a drop 
jO* gooil liquor on board. J'net is I m a bit 
jttmpy to-night.” be eoiifessed. “ My boys 
have got a little game f)n— to-night of all 
nights 1 Did you liajijwn to notiye.” he asked 
anxiously, “ if I bat gull-darned Dutchman 
was down tlu re ? ” 

“There is a son Ilojiaiul in the bar." the 

S )et replied, “ in ii glorious state of inebriation. 

e is seeking for some oix* to destroy. T<;11 
you the truth, we lied lufore him. His eye 
rested upon ufTand he seowle<l.'’ 

Mr. .Tacoh I’olts Rl’led aH)lin(l and stared but 
towards the riVer. 

“That's his st<amer lying there,” hf 
muttered. " I wish to tJod la 'd ffi t aboard 

htFf” 

Aaron llodinnoved softly to his sitb-. • 
“Is this little game Viui spoke of,” he 
enquired — “the game your ht>ys have on 
to-night “the one whieh brought you up to 
consult me about maritime law this morning ” 
“ It is,” Jacob Potts admitted, “ and wot 
about it ? ” 

Aaron Uodd shrugged his shoulders. Before 
he could rejdy, however, a gong sounded. 
The door of the room was thrown open and a 
surging mob from the bar streamed in. 

“ Front scats,” yelled the poet, making a 


fonvaid, but A^n caught fii^y 

the arm. 

“Stephen,” he whispered, “there’s some- 
thing up here to-night. We may have to come' 
into it. Let’s get seats by the door, where we 
can slip out quietly. I’m not joking.” 

Considering all things, Crcsswcll w'as wonder- 
fully amenable. They stood on one side and 
let the crow:! nisli ])nst them and eventually^; 
found two scats against the side wall, within dr 
few yards of tlie door. Mr. .Jacob Potts seemed 
for the moment to hav/’; forgoUtm their existence.’ 
He was standing in the middle of the little ring, 
which was roped off on a raised platform, 
stamping with his heel upon tint lloor. There 
were shrill whistles and cries of ” Order.” 

“Gents,” Mr. Pdtts anbounced, “this is a 
light-wciglit scrap, t\v< lv«‘ rounds, hetwconour 
'dd friend Canary .!•»<! and a youngster 1 found 
in Craven Str<;et--.nmmy Dunks.” 

He [Miifttcd first towards ^ pimply-racfPd 
young man, with llaxeu hair brushtsl smoothly 
<low'n over his foreliead, attired in scarlet 
knickerbockers and a jiink vest, over which: 
heterogeneous attire lie had thrown a soiied^i: 
light-coloured ulster. His op|)oin‘nt wore a 
thin flannel vest, a pair of dilapidaUMl golflng 
knickerbockers and the remains of a dressing- 
gown. They both arose and made awkward 
salutations. Canary Joe was evidently the 
favourite, but Mr. Potts himself led the 
applause for his opponent. 

“ Fair do’s, gents,” he begged. “ This 


j^oiing *un’8 a str^mgcr, but from what Fve 
seen of ’im I believe *e*s out to do *is best, and 
we none of us can’t do more.” 

There were a few more preliminaries and the 
two young men faced one another. They 
moved round for a moment like cats, amiim 
an almost bn^athless silence. Then there were 
one or two wild plunges, a little more cautious 
sparring, and a yell of appIauso<as the young 
man in the gpUing knickerbockers landed his 
right very near liis opponent’s mouth. 

“Don’t you treat ’im too light, Canary,” 
they yelled from llie back. “ Keep your eye 
on ’is left.” 

There was a brief j)ause at the end of the 
first round. Canary Joe sat scowling at his 
opponent as he received the attentions of his 
second. Tlic n(;xt round, although without 
decisive effect, was more vigorous ; the thied 
produced a black eye each. The audience 
^tlod down to enjoy itself. Suddenly the doojj 
at the back of the room was opened and from 
somewhere below came the sound of a gong 
struck three times. There were little murmurs 
of annoyance, disjointed oaths and growls 
from various quarters, but, witliout a single 
moment's hesitation, at least a score of the 
audience rose to their feet and made for the 
door. Aaron Rodd and his companion watched 
them as they slunk by. The poet was ex- 
ceedingly interested. 

“ Someone’s going to get a biffing to-night,” 
he confided. “ I wonder what it’s all about.” 
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Aaron acted on an inexf^eable impulse. 

** Let’s go and see,*’ he sugg^ted. 

The poet rose at once to his feet. He was 
ready enough, if a trifle dubious. 

“They won*J: want us butting in,” he re- 
marked. ** All the same, wc might see a little 
of the fun. It will be more like the real thing 
than this.” 

They passed down the few stairs into the bar. 
Several of the men had paused for a drink, but 
others had already skink out into the street. 
Following on the heels of the hindmost, Aaron 
Rodd and his companion found themsehres 
almost swallowed up in a sudden fog which 
had rolled in from the river. From somewhere 
in the midst of the, chaos l^hcy Iicard a quick, 
authoritative voice. ’ 

“ Joe, you and half a <lozcn of you take the 
comers of the street. Hold up anything that' 
tries to CQmc down. Sturt a light amopggl^ 
"yourselves if there are coppers about. You 
others come out on the wharf.” 

“ That Dutchman's in this*. I’ll swear,” the 
poet whispered. “ Let's try and find our way 
down to the river. I know where the gate 
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Almost as he spoke, a heavy hand descended 
upon his shoulder, and a dark, evil face was 
thrust almost into his. 

“ Look here, guv'uor,” the man said, “ you 
mayn’t be after any ’arai down ’ere but it’s one 
o’ them nights wre don’t need strangers around. 
You tumble ? The old man’s wolves arc out 




; wd they Vc a way otf snapping anythii^. 

,,tliat conics along,’* 

■ What’s the game, Sid ? ” the poet asked 
,«igagingly. “We’rt; only here for a bit of 
‘spfjrt."’ 

“ Never you inirul what the game is,” was 
the terse reply. “ Vou get back and watch 
those two chickens scralehing one another's 
faces.” 

t ^ Tiicrc was a nioinj^il's .silence. Then from 
a' few yards ciTf ea]n<$, tlie sound of a slight 
moan, us from a persoin sulToeating. 

“ What's tlial ? ” .\arou Jtodd dcmandcMl 
sharply. 

“ Never you^miiul what h is,‘* was the swift 
reply from their uu>jeeM acJvi.M'r. “ Take your 
carcases inside, if you want to keep tJiem 
who]'-.” 

lie vanished in thi' h*g, Aaron Uodd gripped 
lyg. companion's arm. < 

“ Stepiien,” . he mutl< rrd, “that was ar 
woman's \'oiee ! ” 

“ Soimded like it," the poet assented. 
‘^Havc yt)u gt»t your electric tor^ in your 
pocket ? ” 

•• “Ve,s.!.”. 

;; They heard the rattle of a key in the gate 
1, which led out on to the wharf. For some time 
it i-efusod to turn. .Again they heard the moan, 
'mad Aaron’s blotid ran cold. 

“ I can't stand this, Stephen,” he whispered 
^lioarscly. “ Come on.” 

;■ ” One moment,” tKh'poct ausw'ercd, ** l^cy 



ean't get the gate open. 1 d<m*t believe the 
guv’nor’s on to this. Stay where you are for 
a minute.” 

He hurried back, tore up the stairs and into 
the dimly lit room, tilled still with breathless 
expectancy. It was the end of another rounds 
during whieli Canary Joe had obtained some 
slight advant(ige. The poet walked straight 
up the room, regardless of the, growls which 
assailed him, and tuuch^ its presiding spirit 
upon the shoulder. , 

“ Guv’nor,” he said, “ you told me, when we 
had dealings, that you'd never taken on any 
job in which there was a woman to be harried.” 

‘‘.That’s right, hoy,*’ Jat^oh R>tts agreed. 

‘‘ There’s a woniah in tTie game to-night, a 
woman who has been brought down here by 
some of your lot, and who is down there now, 
either drugged or half eonseious. They arc tr;^ 
ing to get her on the Dutchman’s steamer.” 

* ‘‘ How do you know it’s a woman ? ” was the 
brief demand. 

‘* I tell you we both heard her groan,” the 
poet insisted. 

Jacob Potts rose to his feet. . ^ 

‘‘ Boys,” he said, ad<lressing the belUj^rents, 
‘‘and gents, there will be a ten minutes’ 
interval. Sorry, but it's business. Joe will 
smre the drinks, which for this occasion only 
wflj be free.” 

The ten minutes’ interval, softened by the 
precise of free driak^/*dis{>leascd no one. 
Jacob Bi^tta, still jn his shir^-slceves, strode 


out of the place, through the front room of the 
public'house and out into the street, where a 
■queer, unnatural silence seemed to reign. 

“ Ihere ain’t no woman about ’ere 1 ” he 
exclaimed. 

Aaron Rodd suddenly flashed his torch. 
The iron gate was closed. Tliere was no one 
before it. Tlicy could hear the ^und of men’s 
footsteps a few yards away on tlie old wooden 
wharf. 

“ They’ve just gone tjirough,” Aaron whis- 
pered fiercely. “ Come on ! ” 

Jacob Potts produced a key from his pocket 
and swung the gate open. 

“ If you I’clliows have made a fool of me,!’ he 
muttered, “ there’ll be trduble, but if my boys 
have let me in, there’ll be hell ! ” 

Just as he finished speaking they once mere 
heard the faint, smothered cry from in front, 
mllowed by a man’s oath. They saw tl^ 
flashing of a light and heard the fall of a ro^ 
from the wharf into the river. Jacob Po^ 
quickened his pae<*. 

“ Turn on that glim o' yours, guv’nor,” he 
growled, “ and mind where you’re going. 
WUcrc?” 

There was a confusion of answering voices. 

“ It’s the guv’nor ! ” they heard some one 
say. 

Then Uie light of Aaron Rodd’s torch flashed 
upon the short, wooden dodc, and upon the 
half-dozen men grouped at the top of the crazy 
steps at its fuijt^est extremity. One then 



eame back. It was the man who had warned 
the poet and Aaron. 

“ Guv’nor,” he said earnestly, “ this^ ain’t 
your show. You leave us alone and get bac^ . 
to the fight.” 

” That be damned ! ” Jacob Potts replied 
firmly. “ It’s no job of youm to tell me wot 
to do. You know very well there’s just one 
thing I stick at, and I asks you a plain question, . 
Sid, and a plain answer expected. Is that 
bundle you’re carrying a woman, or ain’t it ? ” 

“It’s a woman,” the man proclaimed dog- 
gedly, “and it’s going on board the ‘Am- 
sterdam.’ ” 

The answer of Jaepb Polls was bellicose and 
unprintable. lie strode along the little wharf, 
followed by Aaron Kodd and Crcsswell. Bc- 
hihd came the man called Sid, his face darker 
and more ovil than ever, his breath coming, 
short with anger. 

“ Boys,” Jacob Potts exclaimed, “ drop 
that 1 You hear me ? Women ain’t in the 
game. You’ve all been told that.” 

There was a moment’s hesitation. Then 
they heard the voice of their leader,., hoarse 
and vicious. 

“ Get on with it, boys. It’s going to be the 
river for any one who stands in our way 
to-hight.” 

There were six of them altogether, besides 5 
Sid. Three of them moved now towards the 
steps, below vdiidi a boat was bobbing up and 
domu Another man was seated in it, holding 
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to the side by a boat-hook, and the three men 
r.iid; the top of the steps wore carrying some- 
tiling. Sid and the other two turned round. 

■ 0 “ Guv’nor,” the former began 

There was a sickening crash as Jacob Potts* 
fist caught him almost in the mouth. He rolled 
over and up again on to his feet, remaining 
i'^arily out of reach, but after Chat one blow 
easily able to keep his assailant occupied. 
Aaron llodd had sprung for tlu: steps, and 
; received a blow on the side of the head from 
one of the other men which sent him reeling 
almost into the river. 

“ Get her aboard,” Sid cried out. “ We can 
tackle this lot. No one can g'-'t down the street. 
The boys'll see to that.” 

Then there was a iierce, ugly silence for 
several moments. Jacob Potts, winded fro\n 
'‘tiie lirst, the riv<-r cai cither side of liim and 
murder in the man’s fiice whom he fought^ 
panted and groaiu-d with every fresh move- 
ment. Aaron Kodd found himself suddenly in 
a new world, a new uplifting instinct sending 
tlie blood tinglitig through his veins. He was 
fighting, a tiling lie had never done since his 
school-thays, lighting with long, swinging blows, 
making scarcely an effort to protect himself, 
fighting in an atmosphere indescribable, the 
thirst for blood hot in his veins, with one 
desire throbbing in his heart— to kill or throw 
into tlic river the man who kept surging up 
.towrards him. It was a vicious face, fair- 
i^mplexioned once, but dark now with engine 
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grease, with blea^ eyes, mouth wide oj^n aU: 
the time, disclosing a broken row of hideous 
Jekly-looking teetli. But for the man’s evil 
ilfe he would have disposed of his opponent 
with his first few blows, for he had been in 
his day a bruise^ of some repute, but Aaron 
Rodd knew no i|jiain, felt no fear, and he vnia 
the first conqueror. Tli rough sheer fortune,'" 
hitting wildly W'ith all his strength, his long 
right arm landed full on the point of his 
assailant’s jaw. The unan went over with a 
sickening crash. Sid, who was sparring sUU 
with Jacob Potts, leaned for a moment doMm- 
wards. , 

“ Lay her down iy the boat and come up, 
one of you,” he shoubd. “ Bill’s done in. 
Get down and let the other boys through. 
Tlfey’re at the gate. Wc’ll finish off these 
blighters then.” 

•One of the men, who had been stepping into 
the boat, turned back. Suddenly there was 
a scream from below and Aaron Rodd knew 
that liis had been no dream. The voice was 
Henriette’s. 

“ Help ! Help 1 ’’ she cried. * - - 

Her voice was smothered but Aaron Rodd’s 
shout rang through the night. 

“ We’re here, Hcnriettc ! We’ll rescue you. 
Hold on.” 

Then there was the sound of a mighty splash. 
The poet, who liad suddenly closed with his 
man, had got him to the very edge of the 
wharf. ^Appsrently one or botii had lost their*;; 
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twlance. For a moment the fighting ceased. 
Every one listened. A few yards away they 
eould hear the long, level strokes of a man 
swimming— one man only. Then Jacob Potts* 
voice broke the tense silence. 

“ I’m— I’m done.” he moaned. 

Aaron Rodd, vho had been waiting for the 
two men running up the steps, *<>wung round. 
A peaceful man all his life, he was suddenly 
a fiend, lie S(“i7,ed the eleetrie torch from his 
pocket and brought it down u ith all his strength 
on the head of Jacob Potts’ opponent. The 
man fell over with searecly a cry, just as the 
publican reeled backwards. The realisation 
of what had happened gave him a moment’s 
extra strength. 

“ You’ve done him, sir,” he faltered. ” Can 
you keep those other two off for a moment 
ijvhilst I get my uind ? That bmte— hit me— 
bdiow the belt. I forgot he wouldn’t light fai& 
IRnd this little one. IIe‘11 trip you.” 

Aaron Rodd turmnl almost with a laugh to^ 
meet his two assailants. It seemed to him 
that there was a new joy ii\ the world. He 
whirlcdL the 'torch over his head, missed the 
akuU of the nearest of the new-comers and 
broxight it crashing on to his shoulder. At the 
aipie time he liimsclf received a fierce blow 
*nom the second man, staggered, tripped and 
recovered himself. The wlmle place went round. 
He put his hands up for a moment before his 
head, felt them battered down, struck wil^y 
again and agaim One of his blows went hmne 
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with a sickening thud and the joy of it thriUed 
him. Both men were closing m upon him, 
however. On the other side of the wharf th^ 
could hear the gate being rattled. There was a 
low whistle, twice repeated. The man from 
the boat shouted. 

“ Climb the gate, boys.” 

“ There’s more of ’em,” Jaeob Potts rasped, 
” Keep it up* for a moment, Mr. Rodd. I’m 
coming in to help you.” 

Then there was another hush, ominous, in a 
sense mysterious. Tliere was a sound which 
conveyed little enough to Aaron Rodd, but 
which the others recognised promptly enough— 
the, long, mechanical s\ving of Oars. Without 
a s’eeond’s hesitatiem, Aaton’s two assailants 
turned and ran, fleet-footed and silent, off the 
^^dlarf, and vanished somewhere in the dark- 
ness. The gate was rattled no more and from 
up the streH came the sound of Hying fooistepdT 
Jacob Potts began to sob. 

“It’s the police — the river police! That 
ever I should be glad to welcome ’em ! Get 
down to the boat, ^Ir. Rodd. My God, what*# 
come to you, sir 1 ” 

Aaron Rodd walked from one siue* Of tiie 
quay to the other like a drunken man. There 
were all manner of stars in front of him. He 
gripped bold of the rope and stole down the 
steps. He was suddenly steadied by a great 
excitement. With a black shawl tom bade 
from her head in that last struggle, her feet 
and hands tied together, the |wmains of a gag 
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-)bMgtnpr from her mouth, her face livid, her 
-eyes full of horrible fear, lay Henriette. She 
him swaying over her, gripping the end of 
the rope, his fece streaming with blood but with 
all manner of things in his eyes, anil slie made 
a little movement, tried to hold up her hands, 
tried even to smile. 

“ Oh, thank God ! Thank God I ” 

The sound of the oars wak no longer 
audible. A long boat, crowded with men in 
dark uniform, eaine gliding out of the shadows. 
A boat-hook gripjied the side of the quay. 
The poet, kM>king lik*’. a drowned retriever, 
stood up in till' bows and <*heered lustily. 
One of the uniformed men, who seemed to lx? 
an inspector, flashed u lantern upon the scene. 
“ What’s wrong here ? ” be asked quickly. 
Aaron Rodd kneeled upon the slippery stiyis 
and pointed to the girl. One of the men 
*t;Iainbered into the bo.'jt and cut the ropes. 
They half carried her up on to the wharf. Tift 
policemen followed. They Hashed lanterns 
around. The man Sid was lying on his side, 
motionless. Aaron Rodil's (ii'st assailant was 
lying in a douhled-up heap, moaning to him- 
self. “ Bff. .Taeob Potts was just beginning to 
recover himself. 

“ So you’re in this, are you, Potts ? ” the 
Inspector remarked grimly. “ The boys 
broken loose, eh ? ” 

g ‘‘Just a little scrap,*’ the publican groaretl. 

head Aaron Rodd was suddenly aware of a 

Imsation. He felt a pair of warm ajnns 
BiSain a i ^ 




thrown a^nd his neck. Tlie poet, who had 
been shaking himself like a drippmg dog, sprang 
to his side. The sky came down and the ^anks 
beneath his feet seemed jumping towards his 
throat. But Aaron Bocld, though the world 
around him was fading fast from his conscious* 
ness, had found new things and he was quito 
happy. 



The Mysterious Assistant 


Chapter 


Abraham Letchowiski stood in the doorway 
/ of his small but brilliantly lit shop in one of the 
broad thoroujjhfarcs leading out of the Mile 
'E^d Road, and boiinn*d u]>on the Saturday 
T night pussers-by. lie Was. in liis way, a pic- 
tmesque looking object— pul riareluil, almost 
/biblical. ITc wore a long, rusty-black frock- 
coat, fronj which the buttons liad long since 
"departed, but which hung in straight Knes 
about his tall, spare form. His dishevelled 
grey beard rcaciicd to the third button of Ijis 
‘•'Waistcoat. His horn-rimined si)ei'tacles were 
Bi^ushcd back to his ft)rehend. Kvery now and 

■ then he harangued a likely-looking couple in 
' mild and jairsuasive acecnls. 

“ Young shcntleman. shtop von minute. 
■1 Bring the beautiful young lady inside. I am 

■ selling sheap to-night, very very slieap. Young 
, shcnUcnian, 'you want a r»‘al diamond ring ? 
i! 1 have the shcapest diamond rings in the vorld. 

lun ].ctchowiski, the gem merchant. You 
. bring your nioniesii to me. You get better 
" value' ^ban anyvere in Vitcchapel or the Vest 
. jJBnd. Come inside, my tears.” 

A few of the passers-by answered him with 
chaff. One or two of the more forward of the 
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girls tlircw him a kiss. Old father Letchowiski 
on a Saturday night was a familiar feature of 
the dingy marketing thoroughfare,^ but to^ 
niglit more than one fancied tliat his heart was 
not in it. Presently, during a lull, he turned 
back into his shop, fingert'd lovingly a few of 
his w’arcs, gewga^^s of the most glaring descrip- 
tion, ami then tunu‘d to a small hoy who 
stood bc'liind'the counter, a remarkable, cross* 
eyed youth, stiuuhng little lughcr than the 
eountiT, With black hair, a natrow face and 
salhnv eompl(\ion. 

l)aM(l, \ou (all me the luonunl anyone 
puts th(‘ir iuad iii tlx shop. You luar ? Call 
ioudly.” • 

All right, grantor,'* the hoy replxd. “ Can 
I go to the dooi and shout at them ? ” 

, “ If you hk<,’ tli( old gentleman agreed 
tolerantly. “If joii sdl an^rtliing, perhaps I 
give you it little < oniniission.” '*’■ 

* A beatilie .smile spn.id over the boy’s face 
as he scrambled under the counter. Abraham 
L(‘tcho\\iski opened a door which l<‘d into the 
rear of the pimiises, di'cw aside tlil^'urtain and 
peered for a moment back again Ibiuugh the 
shop into the street, over the hea’d el|Lthu* small 
boy, who with outstn tehe d hands wl^ making 
the night hideous uith eiics of fe*r\nd invita- 
tion. Then he droppe*d the curtain, descended 
t^o stairs, passed threiugh a small, ill-ventilated 
sitting-room, the table of which was laid for a 
homely meal, on through another door, and 
along a dark passage. Through a furthendonr 
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&t the end came a ehink of brilliant light. He 
lutocked twice softly and stepped inside. A 
man with a tired, livid face, his clothing 
covered by a long smock, heavy spectacles 
disfiguring his features, was stooping over a 
tiny lathe. The soft whir of a dynamo from 
a corner purretl insistently. A brilliant drop- 
light from the ceiling was lowered almost over 
the bench. Something glittered* in the white 
hands of the workman as he turned around 
with a little start. 

** Letchowiski ! ” he muttered. “ Well ? ” 

“ Finish for to-night,” Letchowiski whis- 
pered imploringly. “ All the evening I have 
been uneasy. Just now I stand in my doorway 
^d I shout my wares and ray eyes searcli. 
There is a luan in the clothing shop opposite. 
He pretends to deal with llyam for a suit, but 
I see him often )||ith his eyes turned this way. 
He is like the man of whom you have told me — 
the man Brodie.” * 

• The artilicer did wot hesitate for a moment. 
He looked m the mirror t>pposite to him and 
straightenw a little more naturally the coal 
black haij|r which only an artist could have 
arranged^ With his foot he stopped the 
dynamo^From a cupboard opposite to him 
he brought out a do7.cn cheap watches and 
spread them around. One of these he proceeded 
with neat fingers to take to pieces. 

** It is well to be careful, Abraham Letcho- 
wi^L” he agreed softly. “Go back to the 
Is supper ready f “ 





** There is a little cold fish upon the table,*': ; 
Iietchowiski replied. “ It is useless to w^t . 
for Rosa. Wc will sit down, you and I, when 
you vrish.” 

A faint flicker of dis^st crossed the face 
the listener. He watched the disappearing, 
figure of the old man. Then he half closed his 
eyes. 

“ It is the ciid,” he nminded himself softly/, 
** All that remains is to get away.” 

Mr. H^rx’cy Grimm took off liis overalls and 
looked at himself cai>c;fuliy in the glass. He 
was wearing a well-worn blue serge suit, a 
flannel shirt and collar, a faded wisp of blue 
tie. His black hair was j>lastertd clown on to, 
his ‘forehead, ending on one side in a little: 
curl, after the fashion of the neighbourhood. 
Th(i man was so eonsummatc; an actor tliat hhr 
very cast of features seemed .to have assumed 
a Semitic aspc^ct. He rc'adjusted his spectacles,.-., 
busied himself at the bemeh for a few moriqi 
minutes, covered over the dynamo, and finally 
made his way stealthily into the shop. He 
paused for a momcmt with his hai||l upon the 
counter, listening to the old man who stood 
in the doonvay. His fingers phayed with a.' 
tray of atrocious-looking pieces of <^t-glass, ’ 
set in common brass. Abraham Letchowiski, 
in one of his pauses for breath, glanced around 
and saw him. 

You have finished ? ” he asked eagerly. 

“ Finished,** was the quiet* reply. “ Let uS 
eat together.** 
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; The jeweller abandoned his plaee, which was 
.^Omptly taken by the small boy. 

V “You go and have your supper, granfer,” 
jbe begged. “ I do some good business.” 

“ Aren’t you hungry ? ” the old man asked 
affectionateiy. 

■ The small boy shook his liead. 

“ I rather stay here and do ljusincss,*’ he 
declared. “Young shenthtnan'went by just 
now wants diamond ring to give to the l^y. 
He promised to come bssek.” 

They left hin> slanding upon the threshold, 
eager and expe«lant, and took their places in 
the musty little room before tlie fragment of 
cold fish, at which Harvey (irimm glanced for 
a moment in disgust. They had barely settled 
down before lh<‘ <loor was thrown \igorously 
open. A toll, dark young woman, dressed in 
aU the finery of the m-ighbourliood, s>vung 
Into the routn. Sh<- held out her elieek to her 
grandfather, but her bold i)lack eyes rested 
upon Harvey Grimm. 

“ What a supjM T ! ” sh<‘ exelaimed scornfully. 
“And aftA I’Ve bten away for nearly ten 
days, too ! You don’t expect me to cat this, 
do you ? ” 

“ Sit down, njy dear, and take a little,” the 
old man begged nciwously. “ If I had been 
sure that you had been coming — but we are 
never sure of you, Rosa. We expected you 
last Saturday, but you never came.” 

“ Pooh 1 that is your own 'locrft-out,” the 
girl declared. “ You are rolling in money. 



gnindfather* and you live like a rauper. 
wonder your young men stay,** we add^: 
showing a row of white teeth as she beaitied 
upon Harvey Grimm. ** Fm sure I shouldn*t, 
unless you treated me better than this.** 

“ If you like, my dear,” Abraham Letcho* 
wiski suggested, will go out and buy some 
fruit.” 

She pushed ,him back in his place. 

“Sit still,” she ordered. “I will cat with 
you what there is. Afterwards we will see.’* 

They proceeded >vith their very scanty meal. 
The girl talked loudly about her situation in 
the great tailoring establishment, dwelt on the 
fact that she had just been made forewoman 
over one of the departments,*, invited their 
admiration of the ^ut of* her skirt, standii^ 
boldly up, with her arms akimbo, to display 
tltc better the allurements of her luxurious 
figure, her eyes Hashing provocatively the 
ivbolc of the time. Harvey Grimm, who liad 
been at first silent and unresponsive, seemed 
suddenly to full a victim to her charms. He 
met her more than half-way in the flirtation 
W’hich she so obviously desired. They were 
seated arm in arm, whispering •together, bis 
lips very close to her flushed check, when the 
little door leading to the shop was suddenly 
opened. Paul Urodic stood there, looking 
down upon them, and behind liim another 
man, also in plain clothes. 

T^e was brief and wmewhat curious 
silence. The iwo new-comers seemed content 
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‘ /frith a close scrutiny of the dingy, odoriferous 
' apartment. It was Abraham Letchowiski who 
jfirst spoke. He rose to his feet and leaned 
over the table. The hand which lowered his 
Spectacles on to his nose was shaking. 

“ Vat you vant here ? ” he dt'nianded. 

“ Sorry to disturb you, sir,” Brodie said 
pleasantly, bowing towanls Uosa. “ We want 
to search your premises. Don’t be alarmed. 
Unless you haVo sonicthing to conceal we shall 
do you no harm, and we’ll take care of all your 
treasures.” 

“ But who are you, then ? ” the old man 
persisted. “ \'y sJiould you search my 

E remises ? I« have done nothing wrong. 1 
ave lived honest always.” 

“That’s all right,” Brodie «lcclared sooth-! 
ingly. “ We ain't going to hurt you any.”, 

“ You know me, Mr. Letchowiski,” the other 
‘Wan observed. “ ily name’s Bone — John 
Bone. I am the detective attached to the 
police-station around the corner. We w'on’t 
worry you any more than we're obliged to, 
but on this gentleman’s information W’e are 
bound just to have a look round.” 

“ But my pizness — it w ill be ruined ! ” 
Abraham Letchow iski eruHl, wringing his hands. 
“If my customers know', they will never 
believe again that I am an honest man. I 
shfdl be ruined ! They w'ill come no more near 
my shop ! ” 

“ Nothing of the sort,” the detective assured 
him. “ I have only one man outside and 
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he is in plain clothes. We can search this 
room and the bedroom and your workshop* 
without attracting anyone's attention. Come* 
Mr. Lctchowiski, you and I know one another.” 

The old man was still vociferous in his 
expressions of dismay. 

“ I am seventy-three years old,” he moaned. 
** I have never been in trouble. I am honest* 
just as houcst.as a man ean be.” 

” Then keep your hands e\a<*lly as they are 
now,"’ llrodic told him. “ So ! ” 

With the ease of experience he ran his fingers 
over the old man's clothing, scarehing mm 
from head to foot. 

“ Well, I ne ver ! *’ llosa exclaimed, her eyes 
flashing angrily. “ Vaney treating an old man 
like that ! Is anyone going to try to do it to 
in,e, I should like to know ? They’ll feci my 
fingernails, if they do.” 

“It will* not he necessary,” John Bone re- 
|>lM‘d politely, “ We watched you enter.” 

“ What you l<K»king for t ’’ she asked, her 
curiosity getting tlie hctl<T of her anger. 

“ Ah ! ’’ the (ieteetive murmured. “ Is this 
your assistant, Mr. Letchow'iski ? ” he went on. 

Ilan'cy (irinun rose slowly to* his. feet and 
held out ids hands. 

“ I am not an assistant of anybody’s,” he 
declared, and his voice seemed to have under- 
gone an extraordinary change*. “ My name is 
Ed. Levy, and t am a skilled watchmaker.” 

John Bone searched him briefly from head 
to foot. All the whiles Brodic was going round 
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.tihe apartment. Cupboards were peered into^ 
ornaments turned upside down, the boards and 
walls tapped, every possible hiding-place ran- 
sacked. John Bone disappeared for a few 
minutes up the stairs, and they heard his 
heavy tramp in the bc^oom above. As soon 
as he had returned, the two men made their 
way towards the inner door. 

**Come with us down to the workshop, 
Abraham Letchowiski,” the detective invited. 

“ Vot you want me for ? ” the old man asked 
querulously. 

“ Never mind. Come along with us. We 
may have questions to ask.” 

I^ey disappeared, the old jeweller groaning 
in the rear. As they passed through the door, 
Paul Brodie glanced for a moment back. The 
young man, who had called himself Ed. Lei'y, 
had passed his arm once more through Rosa’s. 
Their faces were close together. An amorous 
grin had parted the young man’s lips aneffte 
was whispering in the girl’s ear. Brodie smiled 
at his half-conceived suspicion, as he turned 
away. Rosa and her grandfather’s assistant 
were left alone. 

“What you think?” she asked him. “Has 
grandfather been doing anything, eh ? ” 

“ Not he,” was the confident reply. “ Abra- 
ham Letchowiski is too old and too clever to 
run such risks at his tune of life. Besides, he 
has plenty of money.” 

Rosa assented. She was apparently con- 
vinced of her gfandfauter’s probity. 
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“You’re right,” she declared. “ He lias 
plenty of money, and no one to leave it ttf' 
except David and me. A nice dowry for me, 
ch ? ” 

“ Lucky girl ! ” Harvey Grimm sighed. 

“ These young men — know it,” she 
went on. “ There’s Mr. Hyam, from opposite, 
and the two Solomons. But I don’t like them 
— they’re too ‘clumsy. I like you.” 

He held her hand tighter. She presented for 
his examinsition her fingci's, exposing a very 
large and 'brilliant rjlng and a massive gold! 
bracelet. 

“ I love jewellery,” she confided. “ Isn^t 
that beautiful? Some day you give me a 
ring, eh, and I wear it— which linger you like 
me to wear it on ? ** 

‘‘ Some day,” he promised, ” when I am 
ehrning a little more, I will give you a jewel 
that will yiake all the girls in your workshop 
mad with envy.” 

“ If you want to earn more money,” she 
asked, “ why do you work for grandfather 
All the young men make jokes about him. 
He never pays anyone half what they are^ 
worth.” 

Harvey Grimm nodded mysteriously. * J 

“ You w’ait,” he told her. ” I never stay^ 
long anywhere. I am a journeyman repairer.-; 
I earn more money that way. I have about 
finished here now.” 

“To-night,” the girl whi%)ered, “you 
me to a cinema palaqg. There’s a fine one 


comer of the street. If you like/* she added 
.With a sigh, “ I pay for my own seat.” 

He hesitated for a moment. Then he smiled. 

“We will start directly these men have 
IfOne,” he promised, “ and I will pay for both.** 
. “That is better,” she acquiesced, with an air 
of relief. “ It is always better for the gentle* 
man to pay. Tell me,*’ she went on, a little 
abruptly, “ what do they look for, these men ? 
They are a long time in the workshop.” 

“It is always the same,” he told her. 
“Wherever I go, I hnd it. There are always 
robberies, d.'iy by day, up in the West End, and 
they think there is now'herc else the stones can 
be brought and sold but in this ncighbourliood. 
Every little jew'cllcr’s shgp from here to the 
far end of the Mile End Road is ransacked. 
This is the secoml time they have visited u^.” 

“ Then th^y are very foolish people,” Rosa 
declared. “ Grandfather wouldn’t buy any- 
tliing that was stolen, lie is too nervous. lie 
has no courage. Yet,” she went on thought- 
fully,, “ if he is really as rich as they say he is, 
one wonders how he makes it all out of this 
poky little shop.” 

Hai^'^ey Grimm nodded his head many times 
.j^n wise fashion. 

“A very elc^'er man, .\braham Letchowiski,’* 
he declared. “ Oh, I know many things ! 
Those brooehes he sells hundreds of at a 
aliilling each— they cost one halfpenny. The 
liegagement rings with the rubies or sapphires 
—you take your choice— nine shillings he 



charges for those, tenpence halfpenny Uiey 
cost him. Money comes soon when one can 
persuade people to buy. Then he lends mcmey 
everywhere, when it is safe. Many of the^ 
tradespeople in the street owe him money. 
Hush ! They are coming back. After the 
cinema, perhaps, we have a little supper 
together, eh ? ” 

She hugged his arm affectionately, which 
was precisely what he meant Jier to do. The 
entrance of the three men found them engaged 
in amorous whisperings. Brodic scarcely 
glanced in their direetion. He w'as frowning 
sullenly. 

“ Just a few minutes in the shop, Mr. 
Lctchowiski,” the dcteetivi* Shid, “ and we’U 
move on and lcav^ you in peace.” 

They passed up the two steps and through 
\,he little door, which they closed behind them. 
Harvey .Grimm for a moment seemed to 
• forget his companion. Tie rose to his feet and 
stealthily ciept to the eurlaincU window’. He 
stood there, jieirmg through a chink into the 
shop. It w’as becoming dillicult now’ to retain, 
that wondiTful composure. The hanil which 
had stolen into his trousers pocket was tightly 
clenched upon a small, hard objecr. 

“ Why do you wateli there ? ” Rosa de* 
manded petulantly. “ Come back to me. 
Grandfather will be here directly.” *, 

Her new admirer made no reply. His eyr{| 
were riveted upon Paul Brodic, who held 
4tis hands the little tray, piled with abominat^ 



ll^wga^. Presently he set it doMi;^ain uj^n 
pke counter. Harvey Grimm bit his lip uhtU 
blood came. 

/‘Why do you bother about those stupid 
men ? ” she protested. “ Come back here, or 
1 shall come to you.” 

' He heard her rise with a great loistle. He 
felt the odour of patchouli and cheap sachets 
about him. She crept to his side just as the 
:ahop door opened and tlic two men went out. 
'Then he turned and kissed her full on the red, 
pouting lips. She giggl<*d hysterically for her 
Ipandfather had just pushed open the curtained 
!door and was standing looking down upon 
them. He stamped his foot, shook his head 
iind raised his hands. 

“Y6u kiss my granddaughter— you ? ” he 
cried. 

‘ , Harvey Grimm held out his finger. The old 
man suddenly slopped. lie crossed the room 
towards his high-baeked eliair and sank back^ 
%ith a little sigh of relit !', 
i “ I am too old for excitement like this,” he 
^mumbled. “ I am getting very old.” 

Rosa turned towards him. 

“ Mr. Levy is going to take me to a picture 
ijalace,* grandfather,” she announced. “ Would 
wdtt like me to call and ask Mr. Ilyam to come 
Mffoss and sit with you ? ” 

^ The old man shook his head. 


p: “ No, no ! ” he replied. “ It would mean 
^lE^CC for two and ^ have no money. You go 
l^the cinema with Mr. Levy and enjoy yourself. 
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my dear. These men have terrified me* 1 an^ 
old— too old. I shall go to Deucher’s and gda 
some coffee by myself. Come svid get yoittM 
supper,” he cried through the open door tQ| 
the boy. ” I vrill come into the shop £or 
little time.” 

The boy came reluctantly^ from behind the’ 
counter and pushed past his cousin and her'^ 
escort into .the sitting-room. Rosa turned!' 
back to speak to him for a minute and Harvey i 
Grimm was alone in the sliop. He stretched 1 
out his hand towards the tray of gcwgaw8»t 
and a little shower of its contents slipped^ 
into his overcoat pocket. Presently RoSa 
reappeared, drawing on her gldves. 

. “ VVe go now,” she declarcdi ” Walk slowly , 
out >f the shop. *1 like* Mr. Ilyam to see us, 
frorr opposite. lie is always bothering me td^ 
•go out with him. I like you best. There t 
Thn way.” * I 

^ Tliey made a vtry deliberate progress along*. 
th<‘ crowded street until they reached the 
cinema palace. Harvey Grimm paid for six- 5 
]>euny seats, and sat arm in arm with Rosa 
an atmosphere which seemed to reek of £rie^ 
fisii, rank tobacco smoke and cheap sceid^ 
His left hand held her purj^sely unglovem 
lingers inside her muff. His right hand toyedQ 
With forty thousand pounds* worth of diamon^ 
thrust into common settings which sometimegy 
pricked his fingers. When the pcrfonnaiie|IM 
was over they left, still aivn in arm. 

”Rosa,” he announced, ** to-night I 


vtm a treat. I tdl you a secret as well. I ant 
Iwving your granmatfaer’s. I have a much 
’TOtter place. 1 have saved money, too.” 

^ She clung to him in unrestrained affection. 

' . “ How much ? ” she whispered. 

“ Neva: miiid,” he replied. “ Maybe three 
hundred pounds, maybe more. To-night I 
have the sending fit upon me. We take a 
taxicab and we drive together up. west. I give 
you some supper at the Monico.” 

She drew a little breath of delight. Suddenly 
she was serious. 

** Let us go by the Tube,” she suggested. 
** We shall save three shillings towards the 
supper. You can buy me a bottle of scent 
with that.” c 

He laughed and lianded ber into the taxicab 
which Ije had already hailed, directed the; man 
to drive to the Monieo and stepped in hr her 
side. , 

“ I can buy you a bottle of sci-nt all rigid,” 
he assured her, “ and in here, don’t you sed,* 
vre are quite alone, Rosa. In the restaurant 
there will be people.” t 
< “ We might have had the taxicab lioiiic,” 
ishe sighed, her head upon his shoulder. 

Listen,” he explained, “ after supper I 
nay for your taxicab, if you will, but I mjst 
leave you. I have to sec a man on business 
it half-past eleven. It is my new employer.” 
^ For a moment she drew away and looked at 
him doubtfully, j ' ‘ 

“ On business at half-post eleven ? ” 


she 




ntpeated. “ What k. your business ? Are ypti ; 
an honest man, Ed. Levy, eh ? ” 

“ I am as honest as your grandfather,” he> 
answered, “ and listen, I am clever. I ca^,^ 
make money— make it quiekly.” 

She sat a little closer to him and with ^ 
own fingers drew his arm around her i 

“ Shall vfc be married soon ? ” she wh^^reV;' 
“ Grandfather must die some day soon, ana'** 
there’s no one knows how much money he’s; 
got. David and I will have it all.” 

“ We’ll talk about; that,” llar\’-ey Grimm' 
promised. 

At a few minutes after twel\'e,on the follow- 
ing morning, Harvey Grimm, very spruce and 
very debonair, pusltcd <»p*cn the swing-doors 
of the small smoking-room of the Milan, and 
crossed the room with the obvious intention 
of proctcedipg towards the bar. A little wel- 
coming chorus assailed him from a circular 
lounge in the right-hand corner of the room. 
Seated there were four of his friends whom at 
first he scarcely recognised. There was Aaron 
Rodd with his arm in a sling, a piece of sticking- 
plaster on his forehead and a thick stick, byr 
his side ; tlie poet, with a bandaged head and 
a shade over his eye ; Henrictte, looking a 
little fragile but very animated ; and her 
brother, still in uniform, leaning back in an 
easy chair by her side. Harvey Grimm stared 
at them all in blank andV ever-increasing 
astonishment. 
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; ** Has there been an earthquake ? ** he asked, 
' he shook hands and exchanged greetings 
i, ^th everybody, “ or have I, in my country 
'. seclusioil, missed a scrap ? ” 

■ “ You have missed the scrap of your lifc,’^ 
huu'csswcU replied eagerly. “You have saved 
liayjur skin at the expense of untold glory.” 

'■y!> “ Tell me about it,” the new-comer begged, 
as he took his place in the littlQ circle. 

“ Where calh one find words ? ” the poet 
began expansively. “ It was an Homeric sight, 
a battle royal ! It took place in the darkness, 
upon a slippery wooden wharf, with the black 
waters of the river beneath, and murderous 
• parasites assailing us on every side. It w’as 
an epic of biffing, Jthe glprious triumph of the 
. unfit over the river-side apache. And let me 
tell you this, my frioild" Harvey —for an un- 
trained fighter the w'orld doesn’t hold a ihan 
' who can hit so quickly and so hard as our 
newly established hero. Mi’. Aaron Rod^^. I 
have decided that he has earned immortality. 
I am composing a poem which I shall dedicate 
to him.” 

“ Could I hear w’hat it w'as all about ? ” 
Harvey Grimm asked meekly. 

“ Me,” Henriette sighed. 

Then they told their story, all of them in 
. turn, ex<;cpt Brinncn, supplying details. To- 
wards the end, however, the poet took up the 
running and fimshed alone. 

“ His face,”' the latter declared, gripping 
Ajuron Rodd bjr the arm, “ was like a pastel in 









white chalk against the soft background of 
velvety blackness. Heaven lit the burning 
light in his eyes. The swing of his right arm 

was like the pendulum of fate ” ^ 

“ Oh, keep this rot for tlie poem ! ” Aaroft 
Rodd interrupted forcibly. “ If you want to 
gas, what about your own sw'iin to the river 
police-station ? ” * ^ 

“ A series of truly Homeric c'pisodes,” the 
poet assented, ’with a gentle sigh. “ My pen 
shall give them immortal i I y. I shall not forget 
to allude to the part , which I, too, played in 
this drama of fog aiul river. The water was- 
very cold,’’ he added, suddenly iinishing bis 
coc'ktail. , 

“ And our friend fn)n| the country ? *’ 
Brinnen ask(d quietlj\ “Tlow has he fared?” 

There was a breathless silence. Harvey 
Grhnm nodded slightly. He glanecd around 
the room, qf which they w’ere the only oecu- 
paMs. Both doors were closed. 

All is well,” he announced softly. “ I 
returned last night. Th(“ business is finished.** 
“ How much ? ” Brinnen enquired eagerly. 

“ There will be forty-five thousand pounds. 
I could not draw it all last night, but it will be 
paid within a we(‘k. 1 have nine thousand 
with me. Six of that 1 will hand over at any 
moment you please.” 

“ There is no one in the room,’* Brinnea 
murmured suggestively. . 

Harvey Grimm drew out a pockct-bo(^ 
ran some notes through his fingers, and passed 


. them over to Brinnen. Once more the letter 
glanced around the room. Then with his left 
hand he produced from the pocket of his coat 
a necklace of brilliants, one of which, the 
centre one, seemed to shine with a faint, rosy 
light. 

“ Better see what you can do with that,” he 
remarked, tossing it lightly across. 

Harvey Grimm held the necklace for a 
moment in his fingers before he slipped it into 
the concealment of his pocket. During that 
moment he caught an impj'<‘ssion of Ilcnriette’s 
eyes, full of amazcm(*nt, fixed upon it. She 
turned towards her brother. 

“ Leopold,” she exclaimed wondcringly, ” I 
do not remember-^—” ' 

He brushed hei* words aside. 

“ You have not seen all,” he told her 
significantly. 

Harvey Grimm rang the bell. 

“ I warn you,” he said, “ that it will l)e a 
few days before I can abandon civilisation 
again, even for a task like this.” 

Brinnen moved uneasily in his chair. 

It is work, this,” he pomted out, “ which 
carries with it a special urgency. Remember 
• that its results will last for a lifetime.” 

Quite true,” was the somewhat gmdging 
admission. ** It also means great risks. I 
have been as nmr the end of things, within the 
last twenty-foiy hours, as I care to be,” 

The waiter, ‘appeared with a tray full of 



cocktails. Hanrey Grimm accepted his and: , 
leaned back in his chair with a.beatifie aspi^.^ 

“This,” he murmured, “is one of th^, 
decadent luxuries denied to me in my count^v! 
seclusion. Like many other things in life, it 
almost worth while to lose it few a time, for tiie.. 
sake ” 

He broke off in his speech.- They all leaned t 
a little forward in their chaii|. From a side^ 
door at the further end of the apartment, f 
leading to 'the private suites in the hotel, a| 
lift man suddenly ’appeared, with a valet' 
upon his heels. They crossed the room with] 
almost feverish haste. They were obviouriyj 
distressed. A small boy followed, a morocn|i, 
or ‘two later, with face* as pale as deat^,,: 
There was a confused mtyrmur of voices jusbj 
qptside the glass door leading to the main 
portion of the hotel, and a moment afterwards^ 
they reappeared with the manager between,' 
tlfcm, all talking excitedly at the same time;^ 
Then the door opened once more and a woman, i 
tall and dark, in a long dressing-gonm of greeni^ 
silk, rushed in. She threw out her hand^9 
towards the manager. 

“ Send for the police I ” she* cried. “ My^ 
husband —he is murdered ! . . . and my jewera 
—they are all stolen! The police, do vou' 
hear?” » 

They all vanished through the distant door, - 
the woman clinging to thb manager’s 
and talking ejicitedly all thdktime. The littSb^ 
party looked at one another.l 


** That was Ikhidamc de Borria, the wife of 
the South American millionaire,” Harvey 
Grimm said slowly. 

The woman who wears the ndbklace with 
^e rose diamond ! ” Hcnriettc exclaimed 
breathlessly. 

Then there was a queer, tense silence. 
Captain Brinnen lifted his glass to his lips and 
^^nishcd his cocktail. | 

. “ There js more tlian one rose diamond in 
|he world,” he observed coolly. 



Chapter VI 


Paul Brodie Strife 

Mb. Jacob Potts, blowing very hard, and 
his tongue protruding from tpe corner of llli 
mouth, finished an elaborate sigpatii^, patui^ 
his waistebat pocket, in which he had jtnii 
deposited a cheque,* laid down the pen, an^ 
leaning back in his chair, crossed his 1^. He 
was once more occupying the distinguished 
position of being Aaron Bmd’s only clients ' 
1 never thought to ■do it,” he dedar^ 
never thought to part with *The SaUoic» 
bo^* while I was, so to speak, in the prime 
of life. It’s ’aving tlic lads turn agin me that*s 
done it. * It shows, Mr. Rodd,” he added 
tlfipressively, “what money will do in t^ 
world.” 

“Financially,” Aaron Rodd reminded hioiij 
“ you are independent, absolutely independent 
of work.” 

“ I know, but what’s a man to do ? ” llEr; 
Potts replied with a sigh. ** There was plenl^ 
down there always to keep me occupied, and 
those lads— well, I could have sworn to thd^ 
running straight till that blarsted Dutdimaa^ 
came along. I tell you, Mr. Rodd,” he went 
“ I’ve done some deals in Vny life, and IVe 
been up a^mnst propositioDs where moni^ 




dkln’t soem much object. IVe ’ad jobs broug^i 
to me which I wouldn’t allow my lads to ta<Me, 
>rhere they, in a manner of s{!>ea]cing, thrust>a 
blank cheque down under my nose, but I never 
in my bom days knowed money diucked about 
like them as was at the back of that Dutchman 
was willing to chuck it about. Why, for an 
ordinary job, if . my boys got a tenner apiece 
they thought themselves on velvet. From wot 
Tim, my bannVm, told me, and he generally 
noses out wot there is going abaht, there was 
two ’undred quid for eael: of those boys if they 
got the young woman on board. No •wonder 
they were kind of off tbeir ehum])s ! ” 

“ Where exactly did they mean to take 
her ? ” Aaron Rodd asked 
Mr. Jacob Potts gi*inned. 

“ I bet she knows, sir, and I should ’ave 
thought she’d told you before this,” he re- 
plied. “ Give every man as due, I say, and 
mr an amateur that ’ad no more idea tha;s a 
babe unborn how to put up his dukes, I must 
say you did fairly^ let into ’em, Mr. Kodd. 1 
never seed a man lose ’old of ’imsclf so, in a 
manner of speaking, and as for that young 
gent- as writes poetry, wiiv, I’d make a bruiser 
’im in six months. ’E don’t seem to feci 
|»m. . . . And bein’ as we’re on the subject 
drf that scrap, sir, arc you above taking a word 
of advice from aiiudld man ? ” 

** I certainly aifa not,” Aaron Rodd assured 
h!ni. ■ 

“ If 1 was you, I should go a bit quiet with 



the young lady and ’er friends,” Jacob Pott^r^ 
said seriously. ” I’ve nowt stri^htforward to, 
tell agin ’em, and that’s a fact, but a bit hei^ 
and a bit there is good enough for a man wi^ 
a level head. There’s three or four of *cr kidney, 
in this country, and, if I’m not greatly mistook, 
they’re wrong ’uns.” 

” I can’t think that tlic young lady comesk 
altogether under that designation,” Aaron 
Rodd protested stiffly. “ At \hc same tim^,' 
Mr. Potts, 1 must admit that her associations 
are mysterious.” • 

“ Steer clear of them, sir, and take an old 
man’s advice,” the ex-publiean begged. “ I’ve 
’ad things ’inted to me about them that 1 ,. 
shouldn’t like altogether to put into words. . . .” 

Aaron Rodd saw his client out and found an 
old friend ascending the staircase. Harvey 
Grimm was whistling softly to himself, his ha| 
was at its *08001 jaunty angle, his violets wero 
as^resh as ever, his clothes as carefully brushed. 
Only his expression was different. He was 
almost serious. He took A^n by the arm. 

“ Put on your hat, my friend,” he said. “ WS 
will walk for a little time.” 

Aaron obeyed and they made their ^ay dbwn 
to the Embankment Gardens. 

” Listen,” Harvey Grimm began, looking 
around to be sure that no passers-by were 
within hearing distance, ” there is such a thing 
as tempting Fate a little toA far. I tliink we 
have come to the point whba we had bett^ 
draw in.” V 



. **^plam yourself, plcas^** his companion 
heped. 

‘H^uring the' last few weeks,” Harvey Grimm 

S ocecded, “1 have broken up and cut into 
fiferent shapes nearly a hundred thousand 
pounds’ worth of diamonds. I have actually 
handled nearly eighty thousand pounds in 
money. You and I are fifteen thousand pounds 


. Oach to the good. Our friends ^^ant to go on. 
.Frankly, I’ve got the funks. I'd like to cry 
off for a time.” 


** That doesn’t sound like you,” Aaron 
remarked. 


** Perhaps not,” liis friend admitted. “ All 
the same. I’ve, no fancy for tlu-usting my neck 
into the noose. Brpdic doesn’t even know it 
himself, but he was hot on the scent last time. 
He found out, somehow or other, the very 
house in which I was living. We were in the 
same room. He even had me searched. Once 


T saw him stare. I thouglit it was all up. Tl\(in 
his siispicion passed. It was just the way one 
of the Jewish gii4s down there had {juscepted 
me which put him off, but 1 tell you, Aaron, 
it was touch and go. Then the diamonds 
themselves— there was a stroke of genius there 
of which I am proud. I hadn’t long to do it 
either. Where do you think I hid them ? ” 

** No idea.” 


** Of course you haven’t 1 Listen. I had 
set them rougUI&^ comment brass fittings, 
a pile of comrqcm brooches that were being 
Isold, and 1 mix^id them all up together, let 



them lie there on the coimtcr of the llttf 
Jeweller’s Shop where I have bjccn doing my 
work and w’herc I was hiding. Brodic took up 
some and. let them fall through his fingers. 1 
tell you that was the elosest shave of my life 1 V 
“ I think we should be wise to drop it,” 
Aaron declared earnestly. “ We are off thj$’ 
roeks now, Ilqrvey. I am content with whait 
I’ve got.” * ^ 

“That’s how I’m feeling,” the other assentcdn 
“ and yet there’s this last n(‘< klaec. It scems^ 
rather playing it low-down on Hiinnen not to' 
get rid of that for him. You see, unless it’si 
broken up quickly, it's mori^ dangcTous stuff 
to handle than th<‘ others.” ’ ' 

“*\Vhy ? ” Aaron ^lemamlcd. 

“Don’t be foolish,” Ilaivey Grimm ad** 
monished, a little impatiently. ” “ Tliere’s the 
hotel where it was stolen, right in front of you. 
Here am I ‘with tlu; neeklaei;, a hundred yards 
aWfty. There’s Brinnen on the same floor. 
There’s Madame de Uorria— why, it’s a dare> 
devil piece of work, anyway.” 

“You don’t mean that it’s .Madame de 
Borria’s necklace 5'ou'vc got Aaron Rodd 
groaned. ’ 

“ Of course it is I ” IIar^•<ry Grimm replied^ 
a little testily. “ You saw it yesterday, didn’t 
you ? There it is in roy overcoat pocket, the 
]^ket nearest you, at the p^ent moment.” 

Aaron Rodd paused abi^p^ before a ben^ 
and sat down. It was quwMose to where hd 
had first seen Henri^te. L 



f”Look here,” he said, “for God’s sake 
i^^cy, jump into a taxi at Charing-Crost 
there and take the thing off somewhere.” 

“ Take it off ? ” was the grim response. 
” I’d give a cool hundred to be rid of it at this 
minute. The trouble is that if I make a single 
move in the direction of any of my iiaunts, the 
whole thing will be blown upon.” 

“ You mean that you are being followed ? 

“ Brodic hasb’t been fifty yards away from 
me since nine o’clock,” Harvey Grimm 
muttered. “ Madame .de Borria saw him 
yesterday, just after the theft, and he per- 
suaded her to put the matter into his hands. 
See that window — the; end one but three on the 
top storey but two ? ” , 

Aaron looked up to where the spotless white 
front of the Milan gleamed through the buddiiig 

** I see it,” he admitted. 

** That is the window of Madame dc Bosria. 
Now count five windows to the left and one 
down— that is my room. Now up again, and 
two' on to the right, and you come to the 
apartments of Captain Brmnen, known to 
Paul Brodic’ as the redoubtable Jeremiah 
Sands. When you add to these geographical 
coincidences the fact that the necklace is at 
bhe present moment in my pocket, and that 
[ can’t move a yard without being followed, 
jrou will undorstimd tlpit one needs all one’s 
(tits this mominff. We are gett^ just a little 
near the bone.”. P 




** Nearer thatiypu imagine* perhaps,** Aaroii 
Rodd whispered. “ Here’s Brodie.” 

Harvey Grimm was, for a moment, curiously 
still. His frame seemed to have stiffened into 
a sort of rigid attention. One felt that his 
brain was working with the same concentrated 
force. He neither moved nor looked in the 
direction which his companion had indicated. 
^Instead he leaned a little further back in the 
corner of the scat and lit a eigatfette. 

“ One needs to remi inber,” he murmured, 
“that it is really quite a long time since I 
have seen this unwelcome intruder upon our 
privacy.” 

Brodie came strolling along the asphalt walk, 
puffing out his cheeks and gazing about him, 
as though exercise 'and an interested con- 
templation of the river were the sole reason 
for his peregi’inations. H(i appeared to re- 
cognise the two men only in the act of passing 
them. He at once stopped short and greeted 
them in his usual hearty fashion. 

** Pleasant little spot, this, for an hour*s 
recreation,” he declared. “ I was thinking " 
about you, by the by, Grimm, as I walked 
along.”* * • . • V 

“ I am flattered,” w'as the calm reply. “ I 
should have thought that all your attention 
would have been engrossed upon the little 
affair over yonder. I understand that Madame 
de Borria has placed the rcco^ry of her neck- 
lace in your Imnds. Quite a leather in your 
cap, my friend, i| you succeed.^'* 
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Brodic glanced casually at the block 
•buildings in front. 

** Yes,” he assented, “ I httve that on 
lUlnd, of course. Hy the by, were you goi 
back to your rooms, by any chance V ” 

** I was on iny way there.” j 

s “ Come, that’s fortunate. With your pA 
mission, wc will walk altaig tog» tlier.” « 
Tlic two UKyi rose and they all stK)Ucd aloffl 
towards tlM‘ hotel. *»1 

“Curiously tsiough,” Urodie %\ent on, ‘f* 
was wondering win the? T shouUl be likely to 
run up against jou to-ilay, (Ir.nnn. Wc 
wanted to ask your ad\ n'e. Inspector Ditch* 
water and I, about that little afiair the night 
before last. You luarl the })artienlars, 1 
suppose V ” 

“ I was in the smoking-nvmi,” Harvey 
Grimm admit t<(l, “'when Madame came run- 


ning down in her dressing-gown. Naturally, 
wc heard the story told a good many tiili(?s.” 
“ Just so ! Mad.'ime, it seems,” the detec- 


tive continued, “ heard nothing, 'knew nothing, 
until late in the morning, wliuil her maid told 
her that the floor valet w’as unable to obtain 
admittance to her husband's room. She at 


once stepped through the communicating dooi 
^nd founa him still unconscious, with the 
hecklncc missing.” 

“Has he recovered yet?” Ilarwy Grimm 
.enquired. Is !fie able to give any account of 
what happerte<^ ? ” 

“ I saw him for a few minutes last ni|^t,” 


^lodie leplieii." seem^ stiH, 

Ind confused, but he talked qVut^ coh 
^ils story is sixqplc enough and dc^esn’t 
;^uch. He was fast asleep— he can’t eV< 

‘ t what hour— when he was awakened 
.^rusting of a gag into his mouth and a hi 
his eyes. He thought at fust it 
l^ghtmare and he tried to spring out 6f 
iHe was held down, however, quite fijmly, ^ 
jsomethins placed under his nq^ which 
him feel just as though, to use his own wotebtsf 
he w'os sinking back to sleep again. He 
members nothing more until the Ttion^ilD^i 
when he was found by his wife. The modi^. 
they released the gag he was violently sid^ 
and the room certainly smells cthcry,’’ 

“ What about tlu^' necklace ? ” 



j 


“ Well, the necklace, for some reason 
other, seems to have been kept in a tin di^ 
patch-box, in his room. It was locked, of cotu^ 
mU; the keys were under his pillow, a 
vrhich the thief, whoever it was, seems to havq 
known. The box was simply opened and the 
necklace taken.” 

It all sounds as though the thief must have 
been some one staying in the, hotel,’! 
observed. " Jjs 

The detective smiled pleasantly upqiivhih^ 
They had left the Gardens now ainid. 
approaching the back entrance to 
“ The legal mind, Mr. Il^d,” he remaHtqi 
— “ the legal mind. Yes, I may say that m 
have eome to that conclusion ourselves, IHIm 




er and I. Some one staying in the hotel, 
^ think/’ 

#,Thcy passed through the mahogany doors 
J^d Brodie rang the bell for the lift. f 

“ By the by, Grimm,” he -suggested, “ havt 
any objection — you have so often askcc. 
to have a look at your rooms here ? ” ^ 

• Delighted, I’m sure,” the other assentec; 
Cheerfully. *‘ We had better get out on thf- 
Restaurant (lo^ and take the lift on, the other 
pide of the cafe. I am afraid you won’t set? 
them at their best just now. I only returned 
'V^terday from a week’s absence.” 

“That so?” Brodie murmured. “Say, 
these little trips away from town are ver 
.pleasant ! I don’t s<‘eni to lx? able to get away 
.from my work often enough. Not that I’ve 
^jbeep doing much good,” he confessed dolefully, 
during the last IV'w months. Things have 
been going rather against me, Grimm. I’ve 
put In a lot of work and it elon’t seem to have 
{pnned Out according to expectations.” 

. Too bad ! ” Harvey Grimm sympathi^d. 
“ You’re.up against a genius, though, Brodie— 
there’s no question about that.” 

Paul Brodie nodded solemnly. 

tell you, sir,” he declared, “ that Jere- 
;lniah Sands is more than a genius. He has the 
devil’s own luck, too, and I have come to tht 
'.conclusion,” he added, dropping his voice to t 
confidential under^ne, “ that the young lad; 
;ls. almost as clever as he is. 1' don’t min 
sltdmitting,” he we^t on, as they passed throug 



FiivS cafe and siibd waiting for the other lift, 
lliat at one time, Grimm, I was inclined to 
, think that you’d put it over me — ^that little 
,aliair of the faked diamond, you know, when 
ve tried to make a scoop in Mr. Rodd’s office. 
^ t have changed my mind, though. Jetry Sands 
was too clever ever to walk into a trap like 
•^hat. I guess I did you an injustice there, 
.Grimm, and you, Mr. R»>dd. I’hings have been 
[a hit better with you lati'ly, though, hn\en’t 
r^hey ? ” he wound up, a little abruptly, 
u Aaron Rodd raised Jiis eyebrows. He hatl 
?Vhc air of one who eonsidend the last remark 


hnpertinent. 

“ Have they ? ” lie obst rv( <l coolly. 

“Xo business of mine, of eoui’se,” Brodie 
went on. “ Say, is this >our lloor, Grimm V ” 

V Thc lift had tome to a standstill and thl^ 
tcj)pcd out. 

“My rooms are this way,” the latter an- 
noyuced. 

The little party traversed a eorriilor, at the 
farther end of which Harvey Grimm threw 
‘open a door, leading through a small eniranee- 
<hall into an octagonal sitting-room, having a 
( pleasant outlook on the Thames. • A rjan 
standing with his back tow'ards them, gazing 
out of the window. He turned around at Uicir 


^trance. 


‘ “ Ah, our fnend Ditchwater ! ” Brodie mur* 

f ured. “You know Inspector Ditchwater, 
m’t you, Grimm ? ” 

" I know hiirf, certainly,” |larvey Grimm 
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replied, froMming, ** but 1 cai^t ima^ne what 
the mischief he is doing in my rooms ? ” 

“ Perhaps I ought to have explained,” the 
detective said apologetically. “ Wc have taken 
the liberty, Grimm, of making a few slight 
investigations in your apartments.” 

“ Tlie devil you have ! ” their tenant ex- 
claimed, gazing through the half-open door 
into the inner room. “ Is that the reason why 
my bedroom seems all upside down ? ” 

“Probably,” the dcleetive admitted — 
“quite probably. You see,” he continued, 
“ you are, in your w'ay, my friend, an ex- 
ceedingly interesting person to the police in 
this country^ as you vitc at one time, I 
believe, to {he pobee of Jsew Y'ork. When a 
little affair such as ^>'e’ve been talking about 
happens only, as it >\ere, a f(W yards away 
from your rooms, uhy, naturally, we’ve some 
interest in your doings.*' 

“ Have you anytlnng against me ? ” IIax'’’ey 
Grimm asked quietly. 

“ A few questions,” the other murmured. 
“ Sec here, Grimm,*’ he wint on, with a sudden 
change of tone, “ you've been absent from 
tovm for exactly nine days, until yesterday 
morning. Just wIutc have you spent those 
nine days ? ” 

Harvey Grimm moved to the sideboard and 
helped himself to a cigarette from an open box. 

*^Well,” he observed, “ I’m hanged if I can 
tsce that that’s anybody’s business except my 
own.” 
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“ I will admit, sir,” Brodie proceeded, ** tiial ; 
there is, at the present moirient, not the 
slightest necessity why you should answer that 
question —it is, in fact, a matter slightly 
removed from the immediate object of our 
visit this morning— and yet it is a question 
which I am going to press upon you, and 
which, should you feel so disposed, Mr. Grimm, 
you might pc^ibly answer with great benefit 
to yourself. The long and short of it is this. 
Is it worth* your while to put yourself right 
with the authorities and with me, or isn’t it ? 
I tell you, as man to man, I have a theory 
of my own about you and your disappear- 
ances.” • 

“1 should have tjiouglit,” Harvey Grimm 
remarked, after a brief pause, ” that Inspector 
Ditchwater, having made himself so free with 
my apartments, would have been in a position 
to have told you everything himself. However, 
conte this way.” 

He led them into the liedroom. A port- 
manteau, not wholly unpacked, was open upon 
the stand. 

My portmanteau,” he pointed out, “ which, 
as you have doubtless already ascertain^ 
-from the hall-porter, came back with me the 
night before last. There’s the label.” 

1^. Brodie turned it over and examined it. 

Exford,” he murmured. 

** Just so,” Harvey Grimm Msented. “Now 
what about those two sets, of fishing-rodi 
there ? ” 
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The detective fing(9^ the label and read the 
address aloud. ‘ ^ 

Harvey Grimms The Crown 
Hoielf EafordJ* ” 

“ That, of course,” Harvey Grimm continued 
drily, “ is not evidence, as the label is in my 
OMU handwriting, but you will find that the 
golf clults there bear a railway label, 1 think.” 

The dctcetivc turned the bag around and 
nodded. 

“ Very interest ing.” Ire admitted, “ but Ex- 
ford — ^at this time of the year ! ” 

“ You’re no sportsman, Brodic,” Harvey 
Grimm said rvproaehfully, “ or you’d know all 
about the March trout Just a moment. 
Come back into the sitting-room.” 

He led the way, searched for a momcnt.on 
the sideboard anti thiew a iktily Mirror on 
to the table. Brodic adjusted his eyeglasses. 
In the left-hand corner of one of the inner pages 
was a small picture of a man fishing, and 
underneath : — 

Finr catch of Mr. Haney Gtimm, a 
London sportsman, in the River Ex, 
last Monday. 

“ Quite a good likeness, too,” the detective 
obser\'ed, as he laid down the newspaper. 
“Say, this is very interesting^ Grimm 1 It 
.disposes altogether of one c£ my theories. I 
had no idea that you possessed such simple 
tastes: I’ve done a little sea-fishing myself. 



Well, well ! Still —now. Ditch water I -^yotu gok 
back in time last night to help yourself to 
Madame de Borria^s necklace ! **' 

It was all an affair of seconds. Ditchwater 
had suddenly -caught Harvey Grimm’s two> 
arms from behind whilst Brodie’s hand had 
dived into Ids coat pocket. The necklace 
glittered upm tiic table. There was a moment's 
intense silcnoeL Brodie was breathing quickly. 
There was a gleam of triumph in his eyes. 

“ Dear Aic,” Harvey Grimm exclaimed* 
“ fancy your finding that ! ” 

The detective bent over his prize. 

“The middle diamond is, without doubt,”, 
he announced, “ a rose diamond. Quite a 

S ccdliar red light, pitchwatcr, step round to 
fadamc de Borria’s rooms. Ask her if she 
will be so good as to come here at once.” 

The inspect# disappeared. Harvey Grimm- 
relit his cigarette, took off his overcoat in a 
daaed way, threw it over the back of a chw* 
and hung up his hat. 

“ I shouldn't bother to do that, Grimm,” the 
detective advised him quietly. “ 1 am afraid 
we shall have to ask you to come and pay us 
a little visit. You've got plenty of common 
sense, I know. It isn’t nec^sary, I suppose, 
to tell you that there arc a couple more men 
in the corridor ? ” 

“I've no idea of making a fool of myself,” 
Harvey Grimm replied, “ mit do you mkid if 
I help myself to a whisky and soda ? Yoiar 
methoite are a little nerve-sh%king.” 


The aetcctive stepped in front of the side- 
board. 

- “ Say, I don’t believe for a moment, Grimm,” 

he said, ” that you’re up against it badly 
enough for that, but I don’t think I’d worry 
” about a drink just now.” 

*‘ Mix it for me yourself, then,” the other 
suggested. 

The detective hesitated for a moment, and 
then did as he was asked, keeping his back, 
however, to the sideboard, and reaching first 
for the whisky and then-for the soda-water. 

” Say when ? ” he invited courteously, with 
his hand on the siphon. 

“ That’ll do nicely. Thank you, Brodic. 
Your very good health ! ” 

Harvey Grimm drained the tumbler and set 
it doAvn. Almost as he did so, there was a 
knock at the door, the sound of voices and 
Madame dc Borria entered. The detective 
had just time to throw a newspaper over* the 
necklace before she appeared. 

” You sent for me ? ” she exclaimed, turning 
At once to Brodie. “ Tell me, have you news 
•of my necklace ? ” 

‘ “Do you blind just running over its points 
once more ? ” Brodie asked. 

She made a little grimace. 

“ I wrote it sdl out for Scotland Yard,” she 
seminded him patiently. “ The stones are 
very fine but without any special character. 
There are sixty-three of them, almost equal in 
size until you come to the front. It is the front 



that is so wonderM. The middle' i^ne » jr! 
rose diamond, the only one in the world whn^ - 
flashes a natural jMnk cross. There is nothh^ 
else like it. The two on cither side are slightly., 
pink, and there is one yellow one, two idacies 
from the middle stone. But it is the mlddleV 
stone, Mr. Brodie, that«is worth all the rest ; 
put together. It is the most wonderful in the/’ 
world. Please* do not keep me in suspense.” 

The detectivfc lifted the newspaper from the . 
table. It Afras seldom that he permitted him» 
self any emotion. There was a slight gesture^ 
of triumph, however, as he turned towards 
the woman. She literally sprang upon the 
necklace, turned it ovi-r, gazed* at it blankly 
for a moment and, flung, it baek upon the, 
table. 

“ You brought me hem to look at this ! ** 
she exclaimed contemptuously — and after 
you have heard description, tool Why, 
my Accklace has twice as many stones, and my . 
rose diamond has the flash of the cross 1 ” 

Both Brodie and the inspector stood for a 
moment as though stupciicd, incapable of . 
speech. Harvey Grimm threw his cigarette 
into the hearth. • ’ 

*‘ Madame de Boria,” he said, “ I should, 
perhaps, add my apologies to those which our 
good friend there is engaged in framing. The ■ 
necklace is mine, or rather 'it is entrusted Ufi'-.': 
me for sale. I am well awari that it does not .^ 
resemble yours, which I have often see^i and / 
admired. Mr. Brodie, howeveiv in his excessive 
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;ieal, ga\^ me no time for explanations. He 
4escendc(i upon my rooms, seized the necklace 
„lrom ray overcoat pocket— scarcely a likely 
receptacle, I thipk, for stolen goods,’! he added, 
■with a little cxpastulatory grimace— “ and 
sent off for yon.” 

The lady turned almost savagely ujwn the 
detective. 

** So this is the way,” she said,“‘ you conduct 
your affah’s, Mr. Paul Bnxlicl' You insult a 
Mrmloss gentleman whom no one hut an idiot 
could mistake for a thi<;f, yon drag me from 
ray room to kxik at a necklace which docs not 
.resemble mine in tlic slightest, jind meanwhile 
the thief gets, further and further away,” she 
added, with biting, sarcasm. “Oh. you- arc 
very bu.sy, art* you not. catching him ! You 
arc very near that two thousaml pounds ! ” 

.. Sh(! stamped her foot and turned awsly. 
Hrodie opened the door for her. His attitude 
was apologetic — almost er'nging. ,, 

“ Madame de IJorria,” lu; said, “ I’m sorry. 
But two necklaces ! Who could conceive .such 
a thing ! Rest assured, liowever, tluit this is 
not the «nd.” 

• She strode away . ivithout another word. 
Brodic came hack into the room. He lingered 
tlie brim of his hat thoughtfully. 

“Say, are you Jih the habit of carrying 
rvaluablc neeklacci about with you in your 
dvercoat pocket, 6rimm ? ” he asked. 

* Harvey Grimm took up his stand v'cry de- 
libtnratcly on tlic, hearthrug. 
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** t am,’* he announced. “ I also odRisionaUj 
wear a coronet instead of a hat, and a suit ol 
armour instead of pyjamas. I do these thinffi 
because 1 choose, and because H’s damned 
no one else’s busies except my o^vn.” 

“ So you’re going to take that tone, an 
you ? ” Brodic observed thoughtfully. 

“ Between joiu^elves, I think it’s time ] 
did,” was the prompt reply. “ The sooner you 
make up your mind that I am a harmlesf 
individual,' the better. I told you openly, 
within twcnt 3 ’’-four hours of making youi 
acquaintance upon the steanu.T, that I was an 
expert in precious stones. That is how I make 
my living, and it is ])erhjips as ri’putablc a way 
as yours. Tlie necl»lac(; whieli you have had 
the impertinence to a«cus(r nu? of stealing is 
entrusted to me for sale, and if at any time 
there w'as any real reason for me to disclose the 
name of the owner, } would do so. At present, 
li<3\’tcvcr, I consider that I have; iiurnourcd you 
far enough. You will oblige; me by Icjiving nay 
rooms at once aiul taking I'lspector Ditch* 
water with you.” 

“ So that’s the line, eh ? ” 

“ Tliat is the line,” llai^ cy Grimm assented, 
” and what arc you going to do about it ? ” 

” Personally,” Inspector Ditch water decided, 
turning towards the doc*,*, “ I am going tc 
wish you good-morning ai\d offer you my 
apologies, Mr. Grimm. \Vc seem to bi; always 
in the wrong when we act upon Mr. Brodic’s 
information, aad the rcpoi;t I’m going to mak^ 


ssko heaAquarters will perhaps save vou any 
^^hcr trouble.” 

Brodie’s face was imperturbable. He 
accepted the situation, however, and followed 
Ditchwater from the roonf. • The two men 
left behind listened to their retreating foot- 
steps. Harvey Grimm threw himself into an 
easy ehair. 

“So that’s that,” he obscryed. “ An ex- 
citing quarter of an hour, eh, Aaron ? ” 

“ I am bewildered,” Aaron Hodd admitted. 
“ I don’t understand, even now. Wasn’t it 
Madame dc Borria’s necklace, llicn ? ” 

“ That one wasn't ! ” 

“ You don't nu'an to say that you've got 
two necklaces ? ” 

^ “ Keel in the other pocket,” Harvey Grimm 
directed him. 

Aaron obeyed. From the right-hand pocket 
of the overcoat which wjs hanging over the 
chair, he drew out a .second and more beautiful 
necklace. As he held it before him, the cross 
flashed out from the rose diamond in the 
centre. 

“ Good God ! ” he exclaimed. “ You mean 
io say that it was here all the time ? ” 

“ Of course it was. I told you that I was 
in a tight comer. He never gave me a chance 
to hide it. I kwfcw these rooms would be 
searched. Fortunately, he chose the left-hand 
pocket of my overcoat instead of the right.” 

“ What are you going to do with it ? ” 
Aaron asked breathlessly. 




Haxvey Grimm glanced at the doc 
a quarter to one. 

*You shall sec,” he replied. “Just open 
the door, will you ? I think I heard some one 
ring. Put the necklace away first— in that 
drawer will do.” 

Aaron did as he was told. A short, daric 
man, dressed with extreme eare, pushed past 
him into the 'room. It was the husband of 
Madame de Bcfrria. 

“ I have- eonie,” he announced. “ TIow is 
the good 3Ir. (irimns and what is the news 
this morning ? ” 

“ The news is,*’ Harvey Grimm told him, 
“that the detective \our wife '<*my>loycd has 
been up here, searelyng for the neeklac’c.” 

“Marvellous!” the little nutn declared, 
rolling himself a cigarette nervously. “How 
sagacious ! What foresight ! But us to rcsults- 
eh ..*?*’ 

-IIar\'ey Grimm, uith a litlli* sigh of relief, 
Uirust his hand into the drawer, produced 
the necklace and handed it to the South 
American. 

Mr. de Borria’s face glowed with satisfaction. 

“ I have had a leetlc trouble with Madame/* 
lie announced, “ but it is past. She agre^ 
at last eagerly to the advertisement. You 
have seen it ? ” 

Harvey Grimm nodded. 

“ Two thousand pounds ' reward and no 
questions asked,” he murmured. 

Mr. de Borria drew from his pocket a battered 
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It was 
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■and soi^d cardboard box, into which he 
\p.roceodoc to rtow the necklace. 

“ I make a package here, as you see,” he 
Vpointed ont. “ I have received an anonymous 
note which makes a demand upon my honour 
:;lhat, if I accede to its terms, I destroy it. It 
'is destroyed ! ” 

“The letter——?” Harvey Grimm began. 

Mr. dc Borri.a tapped his forehead. 

“ In the air— in iny brain,”' he exclaimed.. 
““ What «locs it matter ? It is destroyed. I 
^ to the place named, I produce the two 
thousand pounds— behold !— and the necklace 
is mine.” 

He laid a pwket-laiok u)>on the table and 
drew out a sheaf of iiotes^ wliieli ho carcfUlly 
oounted into two heaps. One he pushed 
towards Harvey Grimm, the other he rcplaerd 
in his pocket. Then he smiled. He had the 
engaging smile of a child. ^ 

“ So ! ” he pronounce*!. “ \Vc arc all happy 
And content<-d. Madame my wife will wear 
her necklace to-night and once more rejoice. 
T shall have that thousand pounds in my 
pocket which is so necessary for a man like 
myself in this your great city of gallantry and 
Iiappiness. And you, my dea;" Mr. Harvey 
^nmni, who played the burglar and assisted 
.fne in my little schtyne, you, too. have a thou- 
'annd pounds. So ! Now that all is well, shall 
■we visit the little laily down in the American 
Bar ? Afterw'arils, I will take a taxi just to 
nowhere, and I w'jll come back in another taxi 


from nowhere. I shall break into.nly wifiC\t!‘ 
rooms, and she will hold out her Bxfis to 
and she will have her necklace, and I haVe. 
got my thousand pounds. Enfin ! Let iitf 
descend.” * -V' 

Harvey Grimm took up his hat and Aai^] 
Rodd followed suit. | 

“It seems to me,” Aaron remarked, as h<^ 
brought up the rear of the little |>roccssion« 
“ that the only man who gets nothing out cl 
this is Mr.. Brodic I ” 
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Chapter VII 

>^■1111 I ■ —■ ■ ■ ■■■ — 

'Cbesswell and Aaron Rodd were dining with 
.Captain Brinnen and ins sister at a corner 
table in.thc Milan Restaurant. Harvey Grimm 
!liad dpBe more left them for* an unknown 
'destination, and they were all aware that the 
.period of his absence wotild be this time more 
than ever ouc of strain. As though by general 
iionsent, however, the eonversation did not 
touch once upon personal matters. They spoke 
a good deal of *^thc war. Brinnen himself was 
roused by sundry reflection^ into a momentary 
.^temess, an expression of that peculiar 
f&ritation common to many of his country- 
^l^ple, notwithstanding their underlying 
’^pratitude. * • • 

V ** You people in Kngland,” he declared, 
^you have no perceptions, no brains with 
irmch to combat a perfectly-developed system 
iK espionage ; nothing but an intinitc com- 
^^iacency, an inlinitc stupidity. The people 
^ho hate you walk in your midst, imharmed. 
;pyen if they are pointed out, your officials shrug 
meir shoulders and smile in a superior fashion. 
I^hey can do us no harm,* they assure you. 
I^iicre arc reasons why we prefer to leave them 
iuope.* And you arc at war, you people! 
if only you would realise it ! ’* 
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** You are quite rights** Aaiton Rodd ad< 
mitted. “Wo have grown toq^aecu^mcd to 
look upon espionage' and soorot ’service as the 
bonne bouche of the novelist. I suppose they 
do exist.” / 

“ They not only exist,” Uriunen continued^, 
“ but they are becoming a very important 
factor in the progress of the war. Look at this 
room. Did ybu ever si'c u more eosmopolitax), 
gathering I There an* Delginns, Itussians,' 
Americans.- The l\\o young men who have 
just come in are lloumanian!%ov<'r hero no one 
knows why. This, howoviT, r could tell you. 
If England takes no het'd of their presence, 
(iermany dot's. They will he w'atched by 
Germany until they leave, anti, for all your 
army of ct'nsors, GbrmanV will know, day by 
djiy, just what they tlo. And, even nearer to 
us, I could give your Secret St'rvice a very 
useful pitice of atlviee eoneerning the young 
man at the third hflilt' frtim here, with the lady 
in white spangles.” 

Aaron ilodtl anti iht' poet both glanced!^ 
cautiously in the dirt'ction indiealt'tl. A tal^ 
t'lean-shaveu young man, dark, with big bladp 
eyes, a mass of sleekly-brushetl.hlae*> hair md 
rather puffy ehteks, good-looking in a stagy 
sort of way, was entertaining an artistieaOy 
deeorated young ornament of’ the musicu 
cometly stage. 

“ You know him, perhaps V ” Brinneu en*' 
quired. 

Both men shook their heads. 



“He ^ always af>out here,” Cresswell re- 
: narked, y generally in the bar.” 

*‘He is an American actor,” Brinncn con- 
tinued. “His name on tlic programmes is 
;^ack Lovcjpy. His real name is Karl Feston- 
.heim, and he was born in Cologne. His father 
iind his grandfatlicr, his mother and his grand- 
: hmthcr, were Germans. He ii\arricd a German 
‘ wife — a negligible affair, perhaps; us the matri- 
'\monial arrangcnK;nts of those sort of .people 
are inclined to be, but still it shows his 
.tendencies. Tlie man. like many thonsand.s 
6(., others, calls himself an American because 
he went th(;re as a boy and has lived thfrre ever 
since. Yet every relative lie has lives in 
Germany, every spark of real feeling such a 
person may hai)pi-n ‘to possess, is (>erman, he 
‘Cats like a German, he lives lik»' a German, he 
even talks like tme. Yrt that young mau has 
-no difticulty about passports. He can live in 
ripondon, listen to tin; .sc'tvet voi«'es of your 
i^hation. and make his way unhindered and 
ilWlharmcd over to Germany whenever he 
ii^oosos.” 

t'f There arc, of eoui’sc, many technical diKi- 
^Ities,” Aaron Uodd ]M)intod out, “ in tiealing 
J^ith naturalised .\merjeans, whatever the 
.country of their birth.” 

“ You are very punctilious over hero.” 
i^Captain Hrinnen ohsiu'vod, with fine sar^^isin. 

However, I give that young man ^ an 
Ib^tancc because I know that certain informa- 
^on concerning the w’hcrcabouts of three of 



your cruisers, earlier in the war, was jfonveye^'i 
by ium to the German Admiralty. /l cannot 
prove this, but I know it. I also know that 
while, if you speak to him, he will tdl you that 
he is out of a job, that the war has^laycd tho 
deuce with musical comedy, he has refuse^ 
thrce parts witiiin the last month, on some^ 
pretext or another, becai|se he is better 
occupied.” 

Stephen Crc.'ftiwell sat up in his place. Att 
expectant li"ht shone in his eyes. 

” An atlventure ! ” Jie munnurt'd. i 

“ If you, sir,” llrinnf'ti remarked, “ could 
dcx'clop the sajjaeity of a FixmicIj or Gennt^ 
Secret SerX'iec man, and fasten ^i})()n the liiSe 
of that yopng mati.^’ou would probably gain 
the adventure which yon seek.” 

“ I am the very man f«»r the task,” the poet 
declanxl eagerly. I liav<r stuck like a leech' 
to my frienli Aaron Kjald here, in tin; hopes of 
tra\K*lling with liim’a little way into the land 
where atlvcnttn*es arc as [>i(a)liful as gooso*, 
berries. The only ontr to which he has intro- 
duced me ha.s been higldy satisfactory, in its', 
w'ay,” he declared, bowing to ilenrit.'l tc, “ and^ 
the remembrance of it will be' a happiness 
to me all my life, but t)He c!annol live on one 
adventure alone. I am eager for more. I 
claim that young man, llodd, do you hear ? 
I claim him.” 

“ He is yours,” the other acquiesced grimly. : 
“ Poor fellow ! One is almost inclined tp pity’’ 
him.” 



CTessTi(;eIl smiled in superior fashion. , 

My '^ear fellow,” he said* ” you arp, 
t'without doubt, a man of cncrp*y^and brains, 
V’bttt what you lack is initiative. Initiative is the 
/'gift vouchsafed to genius. I^-have genius, 

: therefore I have initiative. To you, the affair 
^connected with this young man appears at 
present to bo as impenetrable as a blank wall. 

• You would not know where to start. Wait. 

, You shall watch my mHliods.”* 

‘‘ In the meantime.'* Ileiiriette whispered, 
-gazing intently towards the doorway. “ behold, 
Madame <fcf Borrla tuid her recovered neck- 
lace I ” 

They all t.’irncd their heads. The South' 
American woman was on her way through the 
room and around licr neck ila.shdd the light 
from her woiuh-rfid necklace. Aaron llodd 
leaned a little forward in his chair. 

' ' ‘‘ She is soon wearing it again,'' Ik* remarked. 

Brinnen shrugged his sffoiilders. 

“ Why not y it was lost only for a few hours. 

; Madame had the gootl senst* to follow her hus- 
band's advice and to offer that greatest of 
lures to the educated thief — a reward and no 
questions aske<l. Madame desen'-es to have 
recovered her necklace — and it becomes her 
well. . . . Shall we lake our coffee outside?” 

They all rose .to their feet and left the 
restaurant together. The poet thrust his arm 
. through Brinneifs and led him on one side,, 
talking eanauestly. Aaron was left alone for a 
few ininutes with licnriette. They found a 



corner sfli far^ as possible from the strains of 
the over-persilstient band. . ^ ! 

“It is thr^" months to-day,” he remindedi 
her, “ since I saw you first in the wardens 
the Embankment.” * 

“ Wliat a memory I ” she murmured. “ And 
I, like the very forward person you have since 
discovered me to be, made tentative overtures 
to you with, the object of discovering whethef^ 
you Were a la^vycr not too squeamish about^ 
your clients or their business.” 

His face hardentd a Jittlc. 

Arc we coming soon,” he asked, “ to the* 
end of your stock— or rather your brotlicr’s 
stock of jewels ? ” . • 

“ Why ? ’’ she whi^ered, looking up at him. 
with slightly contraobtl eyebrows. 

“because I am tirctl of it,” he declared 
frankly, “ tired of it in eomicction with you» 
that is to say. I spend whole days, sometimes,, 
in ^positive state of terror. Luxury is a smaU' 
thing compared with freedom and life. You 
Ijave had over forty thousand pounds now. 
Why don't you take your grandfather some* 
where away into the country ? Even if you 
..have to be content with half that sum, you 
could live on it and be safe. Let your brother 
go his own way. It isn’t really worth while, 
Hcnrictte.” 

She looked at the point of her slipper care- 
fully for a moment. She wore*a perfectly plain 
bla^ velvet gown, and only a sitigle pearl' 
hfKPKUig from a strip of black velvet around 



!^;lier ni^ck. Her fingers were ringless. Even her 
iliair wa^ arranged in the siiriplest of coils, 
' yet there was no one else in the room quite 
' like her. >, 

“ Hcnrictte,” he went on, leaning over her, 
/*if you don’t speak 1 shall make a fool of 
myself.” 

She started, and looked timorously into his 
eyes. Then as quickly she looked away again. 
Her hands claspc'd the arms of her chair. 
She seemed suddenly interested in the 
orchestra. 

“ Say — what you were gt>ing to say,” she 
begged'. 

“ You know,” h(^ obeyed, almost roughly. 
*^ I am nearly t’oriy yeyrs oltl. I have no 
jjfppney except the ten* or lifteen thousand 
•j^ioimds 1 have made by helping to disposp of 
.^our stolen jewels, and I‘m sick of it all, siek 
it because I’ve found something in life 
worth living differently f?tr. You know ivhat 
that is. Leave your brotla'r to live liis o\sii 
life. Bring your grandfather and come away 
somewhere, Ileuriette, anti marry me. It 
sounds absurd, doesn't it,'’ he went on, a little 
wistfullv, “ but in a wav vou’ve betm so kind 
to me. You must have known.” 

She sudtleuly laid her hand upon his. It was 
A delightful little gestun*. 

“ I^lcase don't say any more just now,” she 
implored. ” I 'shall remember every word 
that, you nave said, and I don’t think I have 
ever felt so much like ” 



“Lflce what;.?^*. 

**Doinj; wnat you ask/* sl)e iA>ntinuedi 
quickly. “There! Just now —for a little 
time — we must think of other things. / You see* 
here comes my brother and Mr.^ C'resswelli 
Whatever is Mr. Cresswell going to do ? 
Look ! “ 


The Americ.an actor and his companion, 
had taken scats almost opposite to themi 
Suddenly Cresswell left his host's side and 
crossed the' room t«)wards them. With a 
slight bow he addressed Lovejoy. Brinneh« 
who had strolled over to where his sister and 
Aaron Rodd were seated, smiled a little 
cynically. . • 

“ What you call, iii^our expressive language, 
rather the methods of a bull in a china shop " 
he observed. “ I fancy that we shall see oUx 
friend return, a little chastt^ned.” 

“ You dftn’t know Stephen,” his friend 
murmured. “ Hi; l*as more confidence than 
any other man on earth. Look 1 ” 

A waiter had been summoned to bring a 
chair. The poet was sealed n»)W next the 
young lady, to whom he had just been intro- 
duced. They were; all three chatting dmiably. 
A waiter was receiving an order for coffee and 
liqueurs. 

“ That is what he calls initiative,” llcnriette 
whispered. , 

“ The first steps are easy,” Rrinncn remarked, 
“and,' after all, one must remember . that* 
Lovejoy is by no means a clever person. He 
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is conceited and burnptious. Well, at any rate 
, we must^wish Mr, fcrcsswell luck.” 

■ “I was just asking your sister,” Aaron said 
abrupUy,>“ whether wc were almost coming 
to the end'bf your hiddea stores.” 

The young Belgian f^anced around for a 
moment Quickly and flicked the ash from his 
cigarette. 

” Why ? ” 

“ Because I am beginning to fear the risk 
more every day for your sister’s sake,” Aaron 
continued steadily. ” Our friend Mr. Brodie 
has made a good many mistakes but he is 
not an entire fool. Grimm admitted only the 
other day that he had tracked him down to 
the very place where he K'cuts the diamonds — 
had been within a f(?w feet of them.” , 

“ Nothing came of it, though,” Brinhen 
observed, frowning. 

, ” It may not be so ever/ time,” Aaron H^dd 
persisted. “ I was trying to persuade your 
sister to be content with small things. Your 
grandfather is very old. Think what the shock 
would be to him if anything were to happen to 
either of you. Put w’hat you have left in a 
safe deposit, if you like, for a time, and start 
again disposing of them w’hen things have 
blown over a little.” 

The brother and sister exchanged glances 
whicli to Aaron were inexplicable. 

‘ ” What does ]\Ir. Harvey Grimm say about 
it ? ”’the former asked< 



“ Oh I Grimm will go on till he drops,*** 
Aaron Rodd declared. ** Adventui^ dan^r, 
whatever the cost, is the spice of life to him. 
But he is just a man alone. It*s s.' different 
thing w’hcjp a girl like your sister is' concerned; 
It is for her sake th^ I want to sec the thi^^ 
closed, up.” 

Brinnen. dropped his eyeglass and rubbed it 
for a moment with his handkerehief. 

** You ^em to take a great interest in my 
sister, ’Mr. Rodd,” he said calmly. 

“ I hav6 jiu^ asked her to marry me,” Aaron 
Rodd replied bluntly. 

Brinnen turned slowly around. He was 
suddenly like his grandfather# llis eyebrows 
werd a little uplift<‘d.. Ilis. expression was the 
expression of one who listens to some unthink- 
able thing. 

” Absurd ! ” he muttered. 

“ It is n'othirjg of the sort,” Aaron Rodd 
answered simply. If your sister has been 
guiltily concerned in your •'adventurous life, 
I, too, have turned myself into a receiver of 
stolen property. We are in the same boat^ 
only I want to get her out of it. I have 
asked her to marry me and come ’ over to 
America. W'c could start life again on what. 
I have.” 

She leaned over suddenly and spoke to her 
brother in a low tone, and in^a language which 
was strange to Aaron .Rodd. His expression 
changed a little as he listened. Then the lyaitei'’ 
appeared with their coffee and liqueurs. Whelk- 
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' they were served and he had left. Captain 
Brinnen reopened the subject. 

“ I gather that you yourself, Mr. Rodd,” he 
; observed^ “ have hankerings towards the hum> 
drum lifc,Hiic life of honesty “and the virtues 
^ and that sort of thing.” 

, “I have tried for many years to make an 
honest living,” Aaron replied shortly. ‘‘The 
only time I ever crossed the line was long ago, 
when Harvey Grimm and I Were in America. 
It wjisn’t anything very serious then. Our 
present transactions hare Ix t ii my only other 
essay. 1 come of an old-fashioned New Eng- 
land family, and howevtT one may laugh at 
their principles* and the narrowness of their 
outlook, I luiV(* those pri.ieiples in*' my blood, 
and, frankly, I hate this life. If it’s bad for me, 
it’s worse for your sister. I want to take* her 
away.” 

‘‘1 w’ill (ronsider wliat^you hav<‘ said, Mr. 
Rodd,” Brinnen replied. ” For the prdS'ent 
we will, if you please, abandon the conversa- 
tion.” 

; A little glance of entreaty from lienricttc 
p closed Aaron’s lij)s. They spoke of general 
things for a few moments. Then Captain 
. Brinnen rose to his feet. 

■ “I am afraid that I must take my sister 
' away now, Mr. Rodd,” he announced. “ She 
has an engageupnt for this evening. But 
before we leave,” he added, holding out his 
^and, “whatever 1 may feel cqneeming the 
proposals you have mad^I should like once 




[ttorc to express my thanks for your gtpair 
rouragc the other nif;ht. My sister ar)4 J 
you more than we can ever repay.*’ 

“ Your sister,” Aaron said, with a Jmldncss 
which surprised him, “can repay me if she 
will.” ‘ ' 

She looked into his eyes, and tliey seemed 
Lo him larger antf'softer than he had ever 
seen them. Tht re was a little quiver a< her 
lips, too, even though her words were light 
'ones. 

“ You are growing into a courtier, Mr. 
Riwld,” she murmured.* “ An n \ oir ! ’* 

They i)assed up the staiis and Aanm sank 
hack in his chair. Tin re was a eiatam satis- 
faction minghd <*\en with his dis.ippomtment. 
At least ho had spoften lus mind. Then the 
little gi'oup on the ollur side of lh<* way arosi*, 
and* the poet, eatehing Ins eye, Ix.komd to 
him in fncmlly fashion. 

“.This,” the ])oet* declared, as Aaron ap- 
proached, “ IS my fri« ml .Aaron Itodd. Aaron, 
allow me to priNcnt you to a ladv whom yoq 
have often woi shipped from a distance. Miss 
Pamela Keane.” 

Aaron, w’ho had no idea who -Miss. Pamela 
Keane was, bent over h« r hand ami curs»*d the 
poet under lus breath. The latter, who wa.s 
thoroughly enjoying hiiusejf, laid his hand 
upon I^vejoy’s should<‘r. 

“ And also to my friend Ml. Jack Lovejoy,” 
he continued. ** Lovejoy is the one man in 

London who makes me wish tliat I could ‘write 
_ 
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for the musical comedy stage. One has one’s 
limitations, alas ! ” 

There followed a few minutes’ dcsultoi^ 
conversation. Tlicn Miss Pamela Keane picked 
. up a wonderful colleetion of golden trifles and 
' turned towards the exit. 

“ Wc shall meet again, Mr. Cresswell,” she 
said, smiling upon him. “ Do bring Mr. 
Rodd with you, if he cares 'to come. Au 
revoir ! ” . 

She turned away, followed by I.ovejoy. 
The poet linked his arm through Aaron’s and 
demanded another liqueur. 

“ You didn’t really know’ the fellow', did 
you ? ” Aaron qsked curiously. 

“ Not T,” he replied, “ bjit, ns I haye told you 
many times, I am a born adventurer. I am 
cx^ual to any situation. Have I ever mentioned 
that I am also something t)f a snob ? ” 

“ I don’t seem to remember the confession.” 

“Well, I am. I have an aunt who isnthe 
wife of a baronet. I make u.se of her oecasion- 
olly. In the days of my more abject poverty 
I used to go there for a free meal w’hen I had 
a black coat. She is by way of being a patroness 
of the arts, entertains all sorts of jumbled up 
parties. In all probability Mr. Lovejoy has 
either been asked to one of them or wishes he 
had* Hence my self-introduction. ‘ Mr. Love- 
joy,’ I say in my jjcst manner, ‘ I believe I had 
the pleasure of 'meeting you at my aunt’s. 
Lady Sittingley’s ? ’ He hesitates, and I can 
see that I have him fixed. hasn’t the least 



'intention of evei* denying that he was there/ 
laltliough he doesn’t know me frogi Adam. 
And tliere you arc, you know. It’s the natural 
spirit of the adventurer.” 

” What was that about going o^ there to- 
night ? ” Aaron enquired. 

“ We are both going, my boy,” was th& 
cheerful reply. “ Miss Pamela. Keane is enter- 
taining a few friends to chemin de fer at her 
Hat in Ihickingliam Cate. I .have explained 
that I do not })lay, but we are going to look 
in for a glass of wine syid a chat. As a matter 
of fact, I just want to east my eye over I^Qve- 
joy’s friends, do you see ? ” 

“ Th('rc’s no need for me ty eome,” Aaron 
Kodd protested. 

“ There is every need,’^ the poet insisted, 
watehing the arrival of tlic liqticurs with satis- 
faction. ” I like companionship. I like some 
one with whom to compare impressions after 
suck a visit as this.* You may notice some- 
thing which has escaped me.” 

Aaron frowned a little wearily. 

** Captain Brinncn was probably talking 
quite at random,” he remarked. ” Lovejoy 
doesn’t seem to me to be the type tjf man who’d 
take a serious interest in anything e.xcept his 
own pleasures.” 

“ Quite right,” the other, agreed shrewdly, 
” but he might reasonably take an interest in 
the means of procuring those pleasures. And 
as to our jewel-collecting friend talking a( 
random, I don’t . believe it. A man with s 
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face and & character like his doesn't chatter. 
We’U just spruce up here a bit and follow 
them right along. . . 

The two men spent the nepet two hours in 
4 , entirely diherent fashion. Stephen Cresswell 
made a host of new friends with marvellous 
facility, flirted with many pretty but uniuimed 
ladies, at(^ pal6 de foie f^ras sandwiches and 
drank champagne as though ,it were his first 
meal of the day. Aaron, on the other hand, 
found the customary stiffness of his manner 
. only intensified by the Bolu'inianism of his 
fellow-guests. The women, with their laughing 
eyes, their frapkly flirtatious speeches, their 
general air of good-fellpwshii> and lack of 
reserve, seemed to hini simply intolerable. 
Every time he thought of Ilenriette, he hated 
his surroundings and longed for the solitude 
which, notwithstanding his efforts,* he was only 
partially able to achieve. To escape the;., new 
acquaintances whom the poet was continually 
bringing up to him, he even played for an hour. 
Afterwards, when the rooms became more 
crowded, he escaped into a corner and sat 
looking on. It was exactly t he sort of gathering 
he had expected— a good many young ladies 
from the stage with their escorts, a strong 
element of the bqtting fraternity, a theatrical 
agent or two, ai^ a sprinkling of those name- 
less people, always well dressed, always 
'mysterious, who seem to pass through life so 
easily without toiling or spinning. He was 



just deciding that, far as the object of thm 
visit was concerned, the evening had been 
wasted, wlion Pamela Keane came suddenly 
across the room and sat down by his side. 

“ 1 want to talk to yoii, Mr. Rodd,” she 
said, throwing herself back in a' chair and^. 
displaying an amazing amount of white, sililf 
string. 

** You arc very kind.” he murmured. 

“l^fr. Crcssw^ll tells me that you are a 
lawyer ? ” . 

“ That is So,” Aa^on admitted, a little 
startled. 

“ Where arc your ofticcs ? ” 

“ Seventeen Manchester Street, Adclphi,*^ 
he replied, ‘‘ third lloor.” 

“ Can I come and see you at eleven o’clock 
to-njorrow morning ? ” 

“ With pleasure ! ” 

** Good ! • I’ll be there. Not a word to 
Jacki mind. Come' and have a glass of 
champagne.” 

He drank his glass of champagne and 
w'atched his companion drink three. Then she 
floated off to greet some new-comers and 
Aaron made his escape. Tiic poet him 

up in the hall. 

“ The usual sort of crowd here,” he reni^ked, 
as they left the house. Prptty Hot lot,, some 
of those bookmakers and ^jockeys, rat I 
didn’t see a soul whom I’d' ever suspect of 
getting off his own little tun. What about; 
you?” • 
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** Come and see me at twelve o’clock to- 
morrow, morning,” was all the poet could get 
out of his companion that night. . . . 

Miss Papiela Keane was mavvcllously punc- 
tual. In a blue serge costume straight from 
Paris, a hat which was a mar\x‘l of simplicity, 
a wonderful veil and a wave of perfume, she 
swept into Aaron Itodd’s rooni the next 
morning as cileven o’clock was striking. He 
handed her the clients’ chair, into which she 
sank, a little breathless. 

“ Say, this is some climb,” she remarked. 
“ Don’t you have any ele\'ators in your offices 
on this side ? ” 

** Plenty,” he assured ,^icr. “ I liave a very 
small practice and these are out-of-the way 
premises.” 

She lifted her veil. Her lace was thick with 
powder and her eyes secmeil to him artificially 
brightened. There was ‘some stuff whidi he 
didn’t understand upon Ikt lashes, and in 
eontradistinction to these, to him, somewhat 
ghastly allurements, her expression was hard, 
her tone, as she spoke, almost rasping. 

“ See here, Mr. Rocld,” she began, “ I have 
come to talk to you about Jack Lovejoy. 
Know anything about me ? ” 

“ Nothing,” he confessed. 

“ I don’t suppose you’ve ever seen me on the 
stage, even ? ” * 

• “ Never ! ” 

** So much the better. I didn’t waiit to go 



to one of these know-everybody-and-every- 
thing theatrical lawyers, who call you * my 
dear ’ and promise you the earth. * Well, 1 
married a millionaire over in the States* and I 
fixed things so that he couldn’t get rid of me. 
without it costing him somettiing. i’ve got an 
income of five thousand pounds a year, IMbr. 
Rodd, and though that ain’t the earth, it’s 
useful.” 

“ Naturally,” he assented. 

“ I’ve done more than I should like to tell 
you for Jack Lovejoy,” she went on. “ Of 
course, we live together, and we’re as much 
married as the law allows. He’d got nothing 
but what he was earning, and that wasn’t 
much, when I took him up. Nbw he’s got his 
motor-car dnd anythihg he 'wants. I’m not a 
changeable woman. I’m older than he is, of 
c^oui^e, but I’m barely forty, and all I wanted 
of Jack waii that he siiould play the game. 
He’s not doing it, Mr.,Rodd.” 

TEc lawyer shrugged his shoulders ever so 
slightly. The question of Lovejoy’s infidelities 
appeared to him profoundly uninteresting. 

“I’ll tell you how I know,” she went on. 
“ We had a little trouble a month ago and I’ve 
w’aited for him to come to me for Ids cheque 
since, instead of handing it over. He hasn’t 
been and he’s had all the money he wdhted. 
He’s getting it from somewhem. W^at I want 
to know is where ? ” ' 

Aaron was a little more interested. 

“ Betting ? Card playing ? ” he suggested.. 



She waved her hand seomiully. 

“ I know the firm with whom he does his 
betting, hnd ‘he owes them a tidy sum already. 
And as to card playing, why, any of ’em would 
cilean him out in no time. He hasn’t the brains 
of a rabbit; It’s a woman. He goes to see her 
overy day at six o’clock. I've found that out 
for myself, an<l fouml out the direction 
he goes in. For the rest I -have come to 
you.” 

“ To me ? ” Aaron exclaimed, a little startled. 

“ Y(» ! It’s part, of your job, ain't it ? 
Sup])osing it was a divorce I wanted, I should 
hav(‘ to go to a lawyer, sliouldn't I ‘if I’m 
not imagining you hung al>out street corners 
yourself, but you've got tr> employ ^onic 
one to have him wateluil. and yoti've got to 
begin this afternoon. I can give you a start 
all right from luncheon time. He'll brinfj me 
anywhere' I .say— Milan Grill-roonj, to-day, at 
two o’clock. M'e shall leuve there, perhaps, at 
half-past thrc<‘, and h<;‘ll drive me home. 
From that point he'll have to be watched. 
He may come in for an hour or he may not, 
but it's where he g«ies to afterw'ards that 
I want to know’. Will you take this job on, 
Mr. llodd ? ” 

“ With pleasure,” he agreed. “ It’s a little 
. out of my line but I think I can arrange it.” 

“Then that’s that/’, the lady remarked, 
'Hsing. “ I’ve got to be it my dressmaker's at 
..half-past. . Ring me up when you’ve anything 
to n^wrt.” 






Aaron Rodd bowed his client down the 
stairs, went back to his office and t^ircw the 
M'indow’s wide open. Then he telephoned for 
the poet. 

“ I am going to do a disgraceful thing,’* he' 
told him, upon his arrival. “ I’m going to 
betray a client’s confidence.” 

“ Would it well out easier with tlie help of a 
matutinal ? ” tlie poet suggested, with a glance 
at the clock. “ My throat’s as dry as a lime- 
kiln this morning.” 

Aaron shook his head and told the 
story. 

“ Now get at it.” he enjoined, as he bundled 
him out. ” It's your job, not mine, and I have 
a letter to write. ...” 

I 

The poet, a few days later, paid an afternoon 
call. He rang the bell of a flat in Northumber- 
land Court, enquired for Mrs. Abrahams, and 
aftet a moment's hes'itation was shown into a 
small drawing-room in which half a dozen 
people were seated. The lady who was 
evidently a hostess, a Large, Jewish- looking 
woman, rose from her place on the couch 
and regarded him w'ith mingled dis?>rust and 
curiosity. The poet, however, who had seen 
Jack Lovejoy in a comer of the room, was not 
in the least abashed. 

“You haven’t forgotten me, I hope, Mrs. 
Abrahams ? ” he said, bending gallantly over 
hep, hesitating hand. “I met you at my’’ 
aunt’s, 'Lady Sittingley’s, and you were kinq 
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enough to say that I might come and see you 
sometim^. I ventured to bring you the small 
offering I promised you — my poems, bound 
now, I'tira thankful to say, witli a little more 
dignity than when wc last met.” 

Mrs. Abrahams' face cleared slightly but she 
remained somewhat disturbed. 

“ Of course !. You are Mr. Cresswell, aren’t 
you, the poet ? I remember the curious 
stories there were about the beginning of your 
popularity. You have really brought me that 
book ? IIow charming of you ! ” 

“ I have promised myself this pleasure for a 
long time.” Cresswell assured her. 

“Let me see,” she went on, making room for 
him by her side, “when was it thaj: I mot you 
at your aunt’s V ” 

“ I have no memory, even for such inspiring 
evcF-ts,” he confessed ingenuously, “ but 1 
think it was about three months ago.” 

She sighed gently. ' 

“ This terrible war,” she murmured, “ makes 
it difficult to remember anything. You will 
have some tea, Mr. Cresswell V Let me 
introduce you to Professor David.” 

The poet bow'cd to his neighbour and glanced 
around the little circle, winding up with a nod 
to Lovejoy, w’ho seemed hopelessly out of 
place. They w’ere, for the most part, a very 
gloomy and seri/ms little company. 

“ 1 interrupted an interesting conversation, 
I am sure,” the poet declared genially. ** Bfay 
it nbt continue ? ” 



Th^ was a mementos rather awkward 
silence and Mrs. Abrahams sighed* , 

“ Alas ! ” she said, ** I am afraid there was 
nothing original about our conversation this 
afternoon. It. was the war — always the 
war.” , ' 

Cresswdl balanced his plate upon his knee, 
sipped his tea and talked commonplace non- 
sense for a quarter of an hour. Then he got up 
to leave. 

“ Coming my way, Lovejoy ? ” he enquired. 
The young actor b^^i^itated for a moment 
and then acquiesced. Mrs. Abrahams bade 
them both farewell. She extended to neither 
of them any invitation to return. 

“llathejp a heavy^ sort, of crowd for you, 
isn’t it ? ” Crcsswcll asked, as they descended 
in tjic lift. 

“ Mrs. Abrahams was kind to me when 1 
first came to London,” Lovejoy remarked, a 
littb* vaguely. “ I promised I’d look in there 
some day and I happened to be near this 
afternoon.” 

“Just so,” the poet murmured, as they 
^paused at the corner of the- street. “ So 
long!” • • 

Jack Lovejoy stepped into a taxi and was 
driven away westwards. 

Cresswell crossed the road, turned into 
Whitehall, made his way Mnto a block ol 
public buildings, and after half an hour’s delay 
was shown into the presence of an important'^ 
looking gentleman, who bade him take a‘ scat 
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4 ind peered at him doubtfully over the top of 
his eyeglasses. 

“ Sir Lionel,” his visitor began, “ I have 
CCHne to you because 1 have some information 
which should be exceedingly valuable to tlie 
home branch of the Secret Service.” 

,, “ Young man,” the official replied, “ you 
|ire the fifteenth caller within the last few hours 
^Who has brought me information guaranteed 
to save the Empire.” 

” Lucky number, the fifteenth,” the poet 
Temariced cheerfully. ‘‘ Do you happen to 
know Mrs. Abrahams of Northumberland 
Court ? ” 

‘‘ I know her ^slightly,” Sir I.ionel admitted. 
** She is a friend of several membprs of. the 
Cabinet.” 

‘‘ Why isn’t she interned ? ” Cixsswcll ^de- 
manded. “ She is a German.” 

** Her husband was born in England.” 

“ But she is a red-hot Gf rman, all the same,” 
the young man persisted. “ I have been 
making enquiries about her myself and 1 find 
that for years before the war she was doing 
nothing but run down the culture and customs 
of this country as compared with Germany.” 

The oliicial shrugged his shoulders. 

“ There is no information that I am aw'are of 
against Mrs. Abrahams,” he said, “ and you 
must remember that she is, as I told you, a 
friend of several members of the Cabinet. They 
would not be likely ho listen to anything 
against her.” 
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** What a country ! ” the poet sighed. 
** What officialdom ! Whut mcl^hoc^ of 
war ! ” 

“ Have you anything against ‘ Mrs. 
Abrahams ? ” .Sir Lionel enquired. 

“ I have,” was the prompt ro^ly, “ I have 
no proof to offer beeause I am an unofficial 
person and I cannot take those Steps whioh 
are necessary to proenre proof, but I eaa 
assure you that every afternoon, from four 
till six, 'Mrs. Abraliain's drawing-room in the 
Northumberland i’ojirt is a bureau for the 
meeting of various persons whose interests are 
inimieal to this country.” 

“ Dear me ! ” the oilier exclaimed blandly. 
“ What do they <I(> there,? ” 

“I can't tell tliat,” Cresswell admitted. 
“ Jdy idea is that tliey I'acli bring information 
of various s(»rts, which Mr.s. Abrahams' trans- 
mits to Germany.” 

• Isn’t that rather an assumption on your 
part ? ” 

“ An assumption with a very d<‘finitc back- 
ground,” the poet persisted, unruffled. “For 
instance, take this afternoon.- Amongst Mrs. 
Abraham’s visitors were FrofesSoi ” David, who 
has spent half his life in Glermany, has stumped 
this country lecturing on German ideals, and 
since the war has maintained a sedulous and 
enigmatic silence. There ^ were also present 
Mr. Halston, who married a German and has 
had to resign his seat in Parliament owing id 
his doubtfw sympathies; Jack Lovejdy, tha 
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‘viGerman-American actor ; two men, who, from 


'their convcreation, are, I gathered, censors ; 
and the Minister of a country whom we all 
know quite well to be inimical to us! These 
men meet every afternoon. They aren’t there 
•lor fun, are they, and it isn’t by chance that 
they all have the same point of view.” 

, Sir Lionel stilled what seemed suspiciously 
like a yawn. 

“ You must forgive me if 1 siTin a little 
unmoved,” he observed, “ but m'c hear so 
many of these vague s,tories. The matter 
shall be Ipoked into, Mr. (Vesswell. but I may 
ite well warn you at oncer that Mrs. Abrahams 
;lias several frienfls in the Cabinet, and they 
are not likely to eotuiteuanec any proceedings 
unfavourable to her.’’ 

The poet rose from his ehair. 

“ Tb‘*nk yoTi, Sir I.i<mel,” lur said humbly. 
“ I begin to realise ” » 

“ What V ” 

“ That a friend of a Cabinet IMinistcr in this 
Government can do no wrong,” the young 
man declared, picking up his hat. 


Aaron llodd and the poet lunched together 
the next day at the Milan. IMiss Pamela 
Keane saw. them from the other end of the 
lioom, where she was talking to the mailre 
about a table, and at once came over 
..towards them. 

• it 9 o jjjjg Aaron Rodd. 

** I 'have some information already,** the 



The ' of ‘ 



latter replied. ** I am not in a position 
make a definite report, but if it iijterests yo% 
to know it, I do not tWk that Mr. LovejoyV 
afternoon philanderings are of an amoiou# 
nature.” 


** Say, do you hear that ! ” she cxclaimei^; 
her face suddenly lightening. ” If it interest!, 
me to know^ it ! Isn’t that exactly what I 
came to you *for ? Well, can’t you give me an 
idea what he up to, then ? ” 

” Not at present,” Aaron Ilodd regrcttcc^, 
“ but you might, if you would, help me with 
another hint.” 


” Get on with it, then,” the lady urged^ 
” He may come iu at any moment.” ^ 

Can , yo\i tell ijie in^ which direction hia. 
sympathies lie with regard to the war ? ” 

Jiliss Pamela Keane w'as for a moment 
serious. Then she slirugged her shoulders. 

“ Well, you know,” she said, “ there are a 
good many of us Americans who think that: 
Great Itritain’.s been asking for trouble for', 
some yeai's back. A little too much of the 
Lord Almighty, you know. I shouldn’t say 
that Jack was overmuch in syrapatJiy with you 
Britishers.” 


“ That helps,” Aaron Rodd admitted. “ Iu 
two or three days at the most 1 think I can let 
you have a report. So far as I can sec aJb 
present,” he added, 1 think that it will b^ 
satisfaetory to you.” f 

” Say, you’rei smarter than yoU look, Mr.* 
Rodd,” she declared, as she turned away wil^^ 


nod. *‘Come round and sec me any 

l^tfine.” 

ij:f The two men finished their luncheon and 
walked round to Scotland Yard. Inspector 
^itchwatcT, for whom they enquired, received 
■'^em with some surprise. 

“ Gentlemen,” he said, “ this is a must 
linexpccted pleasure.” 

“ We have come,” Aaron Rodd began, “ to 
'lay certain information before you which has 
come to me professionally, and to ask for your 
aid. The facts arc these. A certain Mrs. 
,Abrah.ams, who is a German woman by birth, 

. married to an anglicised German Jew, who was 
'^naturalised fifteen yearn agt), is in the habit 
of receiving a littkr <'irel(? of friends every 
'.^ternoon. These friends ah' every one of them 
of more or l(!ss German symjjathies, although 
they some of them occupy public ])osts in this 
,:country. One of them, I have reason to know, 
is receiving money continually from Mrs. 
' Ahrahams. I hav<- no proof of anything, and 
VI am not in a position to proceed far enough 
in the matttir to secure it. The authority of 
Vthe law is needed. My friend here, Mr. Cress- 
■well, has been to the Home Oflicc and has 
interviewed Sir Lionel Kastall. He, however, 
^declines to intervene in the matter because Mrs. 
tjiibrahams, who is a woman of a great deal of 
;;lRiperricial culture!' and many acquaintances, 
^is a friend of several Cabinet Ministers.” 

^!V **If Sir Lionel declines to, interfere,” the 
i;inspector pointed out, “ what can we do 1 ” 
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** Get on to the tneW and find some' proqj^*f 
Aaron Rodd suggested. ** There isfi’t any one- 
can stop you then from behaving in a commOfe-^ 
sense manner.” 

**And lose dur promotion and* get snubbed’ 
for our pains,” the detective remarked; **1 
don’t care much about the. job, Mr. Rodd* 
thanking you all the same. I don’t mind telling 
you that Mrs. Abrahams was on the list of 
suspected persons kept here, and has been 
crossed off at the special instructions of n 
highly-placed personage. It isn’t my business’ 
to interfere with her or her doings.” 

The two visitors withdrew, a little perplexed.' 
The poet, however, wa.s undaunted. 

“ IVIy friend,” he #aid, * this was to be my 
adventme and I tell you I’ve a trump card 
left'yet. Come along.” . • 

They pajd one more cull at a large and- 
imposing establishnumt no great distance away. 
After a wait of nearly an hour, an orderly 
came in. 

“ The Chief will see you and your friend, Mr. 
Crcssw'cU,” he announced. lie as quick as 
you can, please.” 

The poet, who loved words, showed that he 
knew how to disiKJiise with them. He shook 
hands with the somewhat; grizzled-looking, 
handsome soldier who w'elcoihcd them. 

“ This is 'mj* friend Mr. Rodd, a solicitor,*’ 
he said. Sir Hqrace, 1 have put my hand by; 
accident uppn a nest of conspiracy within a 
quarter v>f i% n^e from here. The..Rpipji» 
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l&lBce or the police won’t touch it because 
woman chiefly concerned is persona ffrata 
%ith . Cabinet Ministers. Will you take it 
m ? ” 

, . “ I will.” Sir Horace promised, “ if there’s . 
anything in it. Get on with your informa- 
tion.” 

“ The woman's name is Abraltams, and she 
has a flat in the Northumberland Court,” the 
pO(*t continued. “I followed a young man 
were the other afternoon, who is born a 
German but calls himscir an American. Mrs. 
Abrahams was entertaining a smalt party of 
friends, every one of whom is of German 
sympathies, although two arc employed as 
censors by His Majesty's Government. The 
young man I followed is drawing money from 
her ntar^.V fvery week, and spends, most of his 
spare time . motoring round London with one 
of the new naval air deh iwrc commandei-s.” 

“ That alt ? ” 

“ Pretty well.” the poet admitted, “ but 
there’s espionage Avork going on there every 
afternoon.” 

“ Sounds probable,” the other agreed. 
“ Now Avhat do you Avant me to do ? I can’t 
raid the place Avithout more information,” 

“ Lend me tAAO men and I’ll take the risk 
of something tur^'ng up,” the poet begged. 

Sir Horace scribbled a fcAV lines on a piece 
• 

out with you^’ he safd. ” My regards 
to your aunt. ShoAv this to the orderly in 


ofjp^er 
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Hoorn C and he’ll give you a couple of plaiiH 
clothes policemen.” • # 

The poet gripped Aaron Rodd’s arm trium* 
phantly as they stepped outside. 

“ A man ! he exclaimed. A man ac 
last!” ... 

It was two days before anything fresh 
happened. Then, about half-past live in thd 
afternoon, Aaron Ilodd and the poet, who had 
wandered rpund by the front of the Northuni-i 
bcrland Court to sec that their watchers were 
in position, almost ran into the arms of a 
huge, roughly dressed man, with close-cropped 
brown Ix'urtl, a man who look(‘d ill-at-ca^. 
in his clothes and walked * with a rolling 
gaitr. • 

“ My God ! ” the jauit nuittered. “ It’s the 
Dutchman ! Come on, Aan)n.” 

They turned round and followed hifn at a 
short distaViee. 1I<; entered the Northumber- 
lantl Court. They followed him, a fmv minutes 
later, and Cresswell addressed the hall-porter, 
whom he knew slightly. 

“ My name’s Ci esswell.” he said. “ I’m on 
a Go\-fTnmcnt job. Tell nie'what flat that 
man asked for who has just gonir in ’? ” 

“ Number sixty-seven, sir,*’ the man replied 
— “ Mrs. Abrahams’.” 

“ Seen him here before ? 

“ He comes about once a week, sir, generally 
on a Sunday.” 

“I. shan’t mth'c from here,” Cresswell de- 
clared* turning to his companion. “ I shall 
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ji^dl on to that chap myself if he comes out 
foie we Qan get the men together. Will you 
Aaron ? There’s one at the comer of 
P^Iiaihcnt Street.” 

“And the other’s here,” a quiet voice said 
'hdiind. “ It’s all right, Mr. tVesswell. I’ve 
'Sent for Jimmy. I saw tliat man go in. Know 
'who he is ? ” 


“ I do that,” the poet assented. 

“ His ship’s been searched twice,” the in- 
spector went on. “ We had a Secret Service 
man on board the last, time they crossed. 
Nothing was discovered, but he’s under sus- 
picion. When I saw him turn in here, I thought 
;^ings might be coming our way.” 

“ Inspector,” ('ressjvell a.sked eagorlj:, “ your 
.powers will allow you to hold him, won’t 
they ? ” 

“ I think I'll have to stretch them a bit, 
sir,” the man replied. “ We'll wait till he 
comes out. You'tl better ‘let the hall-porter 
get an extra constable. This Dutchman is a 
.pretty difficult customer to tac:kle.” ^ 

The hall-i)ortei*, avIk) had been divided 
.between curiosity and ner\’ousness, departed 
with alacrity. The men spread themselves 
put a little. The poet and Aaron llodd 
footed great interest in the lighting of cigar- 
fHites. A small boy * in buttons eyed them with 
immense inquisitiveness. There was some- 
fAin g up ! He whispered the news to the 
^t-boy, who hod strolled out* for a breath of 
$resh air. A ripple of electrical interest 


thrilled tlie group. The hall-porter retunui^ 
an unwilling constable in the rear. 

“ Wimt’s this ? ” he enquired of the eldc^ 
of the two' plain-clothes men. “ I can’t leave 
my beat unless .there’s a charge.” 

The man showed him a badg(*. The con- 
stable salutt’d. 

“ Wait just outside.” the former whispered. 

The hall-pdrt<n- suddenly thrust his hcaid 
through the swjtig doors. 

“ Party you’re eiujuiring for, sir, has just 
come out <if number two,” he announced. 

He’s stepping into a taxi.” 

Tlu’re was a rush for the door, which the 
poet leil. The taxicab was dis,appearing round 
the corner, as they leaehed the entrance of the 
next block of Hat.*. 'Jlie hall-porter, still 
dai^ling his whistle, watched their approach 
with amazement. .. . 

” What a<ldiess — that taxi ? ” the inspector 
asked quickly. 

“ Monieo’s, Shaftesbury Avenue.” 

“ Another tnxi, quick ! ” 

Tile man blew his whistle. A taxicab from 
the rank obeyed the summons. . 

“ The fellow can’t susjicct airythlng if he^i 
really gone to the Monico,” the inspector 
observed. 

They all crowded into the vehicle. In a fevf 
minutes they were at the erne. The poet gave 
a little sigh of relief as be peered eagerly; 
arotmd. Somehpw or other, he felt that th& 
was his own special adventure and that the 


%Knas of its success rested upon him. At a 
lable a little way in the room the Dutchman 
was seated, with a huge tumbler of whd.t 
seemed to be brandy and water in front of him. 
JEle was in the act of striking a .match to light 
a cigar which was already in the corner of his 
mouth. Suddenly his eyes fell upon the poet. 
A vague sense of recognition, coupled with a 
premonition of danger, seemed to' oppress him. 
His frame seemed to grow jtcnscr. Even 
underneath his clothes one could fancy that his 
muscles were stiffening. ,Ho watched the four 
men approach, and those few of the ncigh- 
.ibouring loungers who chanced to be looking 
that way, held tlicir breaths. The atmosphere 
mround seemed to have bci'omc electric. The 
inspector stood by' the ’Dutchman’s table. 
Aluiough he Avas not in uniform, his ofliqial 
bearing. was unraistakabK'. 

** I Avant you, my man,” he sakl. “ You 
must come Avith me to the police-station.” « 

“ Wliy ? ” 

“I am acting under special orders,” the 
inspector told him. “ I can satisfy you as to 
my authority. The thing is, arc you coining 
%iirtly ? ” • ^ 

' Apparently the Dutchman was not, for 
^naemonium ensued. The inspector was no 
J^ht-weight and lys Avas on guard, but his 
miversary’s rush was irresistible. He u’ent 
mashing over against an opposite table and 
.the Dutcliman’s left fist sent the second man 
jfirostrate. The inspector, however, was not 



yet done for, and Aaron Hodd 'wd Cresswelt' 
suddenly sprang simultaneously into the fesy^^ 
Men and women leapt from tlieir tables. There 
were shrieks, a crash of breaking glass. .The , 
policeman, who had been knocked down^ i 
staggered to his knees and blew, his whistle'; 
furiously. The Dutchman, kicking, shaking,^ 
even trying to bite the poet’s fingers, whiw 
had somehow* seized his throat, dragged his 
assailants, yard by yard to>yards the door 
Ttic whole place was in an uproar. Suddenly 
the swing-doors were pushed open. Two 
uniformed constables *hurricd in. Even then 
the Dutchman did not abandon the struggle. 
He wrenched himself ' almost free from the 
three men who had momentufily relaxed their 
hold, deMt the leatling 'constable a tcrrKic 
blow, which only just missed the side of his 
head, and knocked his helmet into pulpiw. 
That, however, was the end. The oilier con*’ 
staj^le was a powerful fellow and within thirty 
seconds the Dutchman was handcuffed. There 
was a crowd now upon the pavement. The 
Dutchman, his face covered with blood and.^ 
his eyes glaring like the eyes of a wild animal, 
was bustled into a taxi. Aaron and the POe|' 
were left behind. They w’cre neither of tnei:% 
much the worse for the struggle, but AaronV 
collar was torn to pieces and the poet’s coat^ 
had been ripped down oAc side. A w'aitd!| 
w*as hovering around them admiringly. /! 

“ Bring you something to drink, gcntl^ 
men ? ” he sug^fested. , 




They drank a brandy and soda each. Then 
the poet rose. He 'was conscious of various 
bruises buf. ho was very happy. 

** Home and seclusion, I think, for a time, 
jny friend,” he said. “ What a heavenly 
scrap ! ” 


Late that evening, a very •immaculately 
dressed young man of most superior appearance 
discovered the poet in an ea^y chair in his 
club, awaiting the midnight rush of journalists 
and actors. The ^ oung man presented a 
card. 

*• You will find my name then*, sir,” he said, 
“and also the Seiviee on behalf of whicji 1 
pay you this visit.” • • 

Cress’svell scrutinised llu* card and sat up 
in his chair. 

“ IfaTe a drink ? ” he suggest etl. , 

His 1 isitor begged to be ( xeused. 

“The Chief askid me to lind you at the 
earliest possible moment,’' he announet'd, 
,Vto lirst of all express his thanks and«tlie 
thanks of his department tor your valuable 
Bcrvices.” 

s “Had the Ihiteliman got the g(»ods on 
bini ? ’’ the poet asked cage riy. 

“ He had indeed ! He was earryiiiig docu- 
ments of high irapotillancc which were obviously 
'destined for our enemies,” the young man 
md. “ Their contents are to a certain extent 
4 secret, and I am to ask you 'to add to your 



services' by allowing the matter to slip froni. 
your memory.” 

“ What’s going to become of Mrs. Abra^r 
hams ? ” CrcssweU enquired. . ^ : 

“ We received an indirect suggestion to>nijght 
from the Home Office,” the young man replied 
** that the lady in question should be cautioned. 
If it is any relief to you, let me assiu% you that 
my chief is not the sort of man to listen to 
such tosh.^ The lady will be interned, whatever 
her friends may attempt on her behalf. Two 
of the other pc'ople implicated, both in the 
censor’s office, I regret to say, will be shot. 
You appear to have discovered a bureau which 
existed for the purpose of collecting and 
dispatch ing abroad, cv<;ry week, various items 
of information likely' to be of service to our 
enemies.” 

“ What’ll the Dutchman get ? ” 

The young man hesitated. 

“J[ have already^ somewhat exceeded my 
latitude,” he said gravely. “ May 1 ask you 
to consider what I have said in confidence, to 
forget this little adventure, and never again 
in this life to worry about the Diitchini^n ? ” . 

“ I won’t,” the poet promised, with A 
chuckle. “ By the by, w'hat about Jack 
Lovejoy ? ” ‘ 

“There is a reference only to some pror 
mised information from a'person whom we 
concluded to be that yoimg man,” was thq, 
reply. “ He has been asked to • leave tb^ 
country within tirenty-four hours.” 



. The young man took hi$ leave and a fevr 
moments, later Aaron Rodd appeared. He 
was wearing a pearl pin of wonderful quality, 
which the poet eyed curiously. 

“A little farewell present,” the former 
explained, as he settled down, ” from Miss 
Pamela Keane.” 
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Chapter Vm \ . The.YelUmEye 

V 

At a few minutes before the popular dining; 
hour, Aaron Itodd, iiaving scleeted a table, 
ordered, in consultation with tlie chief mattre 
d’hotd, a small dinner, and ptissesscd himself 
of a theatre guide, sat, in the reception lounge 
of the Carlton Grill-room, awaiting the arriv.al 
of Henrictte. There was a mirror exactly 
opposite to him, and ns he sipped his cocktail 
he caught^ glimpse of his own laee. He set 
down his glass, moment arfly start Ucl. Some- 
how, it seemed to him like being brought face 
to face with the ghost of his youth, lie rose 
to his feet and lounged over towards the mirror 
on the pretext of e^famining some illustrated 
papers. In the intervals of glanciftg at them, 
he looked furtively at his own reflection, trying^ 
to account for the change he saw* there. At 
the poet’s earnest solicitation he luid visited; 
a first-class tailor, had bought the ri|^ty 
shape of collar, had learnt to tic his evenhig 
bow with the proper twist. A personally 
conducted visit to a fashionable hairdresser 
had followed, and his fine black hair, no longer 
ragged and unkempt, was brushed babk from a. 
face whieh seeme|l, even to its owner, to have, 
changed in some marvellous way during .the 
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>|a8t few months. He was, without a doubt, 
"younger. There was a new' expression about 
his lips, from wliioh tJie hardness seemed to 
have gone, and, curiously enough, he was 
-conscious that notwithstanding all his anxieties, 
never more poignant than at tliis particular 
moment, life had taken a sudden and sym- 
pathetic turn with him. Since the coming of 
Harvey Grimm, he luid at last been lifted up 
from tliat weary rut. of d<>pn ssion and ill-being ; 
but since the corning of Jleiirielte, he had been 
transported bodily into the world where human 
beings live, where the Ifowers have a different 
perfume, and the sun shines always, even if 
somctim<‘S from behind the clouds. 

“But you, then, also arc vain 1,” a rather 
surprised, very aimisi-d voice exclaimed almost 
in his ears. “ Why. you remind me of Sir. 
Cresswell, standing tlu-re preening yourself 
before the mirr(K’ ! 

For a inonuad. he felt -almost embarra§sed. 
Then ho smilerl as he lamt over Ilcnriette’s 
fingers. 

“ I was wondering,” he confessed, “ *what 
could have brought so great a change into my 
■life— and then yi)u came.” 

Her eyes softeneti Jis she looked at him. 
Her lips parted. Siic studied him for a moment 
cpprisingly. 

“ You arc changed, you know’,” she decided. 
“ You look younger. You seem, somehow, to 
liavc mo\Td from one world into another. 
"You .were looking very mclaucholy that first 



day when we met in the Gardens. I do>not 
think that adventures have disagreed with 
you.” ' • 

** If one could only stop them now ! ” he 
exclaimed eagerly. 

She laid her finger ui>on her lip. Tlie matbre 
Shdiel stood bowing before them. 

” Madame will eome this way ? ” 

Henriette approved of the table, approved of 
the dinner, apj)i;oved of her companion. As 
for Aaron ifodd, the shadow's which sometimes 
terrified him seemed to have passed far away 
into the background, lie wras deaf and dumb 
to the voices and glanec's <)f their neighhouis, 
attracted by his companion's unanalysable 
elegance, ber aristocratic liltle* face with its 
flawless eomplevion, *her little air— foreign, 
perhaps, but all the more attractive— of quaint, 
individual distinction. She wore no ornqpients 
except the pearls which hung from her neck. 
Her 4iair, to Jiis untutored eyes, might have 
been aiTang<‘d w ith her ow'ii lingers. Her gown, 
as always, was black, this time of chiffon, and 
it was not for him to know that its simplicity 
represented the last word in. fashion. He 
simply found her adorable, and ditiner was 
almost concluded before she uttered a little cry. 

” Why, we have not yet decided what theatre 
to go to 1 ” 

He sent for a messenger. 

” Do try,” she begged, “told get some seat® 
for the Casino. ,I w'ant so much to see the 
revue.” 



The boy brought them a plan of the theatre, 
and Aaron secured a small box. Very reluc* 
tantly they left their table a short time later. 

I have loved my dinner so,” she declared, 
, as they sat together in the taxi. “ I think that 
I am getting greeciy, everything tasted so 
good.” 

“ And I think that I, too, ajn greedy,” her 
. companion ■whisptavd, leaning towards her, 
“because I wmit so nineh— even the greatest 
thing in the world could liave to offer.” 

She suddenly elulel\ed his arm with her 
• white fingers, drew it tightly to her. 

“ Hold my fingers, please,” she begged. 
“ Sit just like tips. Don't let \is spoil anytiiing. 

. Will you be eontent, please ? ” 

He leaned u litth* towards her. Her eyes 
were half pleading with his, half doubtful. 

, “ I will be content,” he promised, “ if . . 

She drew away from him a moment later. 

“ 1 did not mean to let yon kiss me,” she 
declared naively. 

“ I meant to if I eouhl,’’ he confessed. . 

She laughed a little liysterieally, but not 
■ fmhappily. 

“ Let us pn'tend that we have behaved like 
a couple of bad ehildivn,” she said, “ because 
V we must not just now talk of these tilings. That 
was just a slip.” ^ 

^ “A slip,” he repeated. 

A very wonderful, delightful slip,” she 
p murmured. “ And here we aijc.” 

They found themselves soon ^ a little box. 
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small even for two people. Henriette settled 
down, almost from the first, to enjoy the 
performance. She laughed at the whimsical 
Frenchman, applauded the versatile leading 
lady, entered with wonderful facility into the 
spirit of the place. And then, some half-hour 
after their entrance, Aaron Rodd felt the fingers 
which he was holding under cover of a pro- 
gramme suddenly i\\it<‘h. He glanced up. 
To his amazement, all tlie joy and light- 
heartedness had jiassed from her face. Her 
feature's seemed us though (iiey might have 
been carved oat of a piece of ivory. Her lips 
were a little parted, her eyis filled with fear. 
She was gazing with strange intensity upon the 
figure of i’ girl who, heraldi d by much applause, 
hud suddenly bounded on* to the stage. He 
leaned to\\ards In r. 

“ Is anything n rong, Ilcnricttc ? ” he asked 
softly. 

She roused herself a little. 

“ Yes 1 ” she whispered. “ That girl— do 
you .see what she is wearing— around her 
neck ? ” 

He glanced dow’n on to the stage in puzzled 
fashion. The girl in question, French and a 
new-comcr, who was singing a little song of 
the boulevards with a good deal of appropriate 
action, W'ore no jewellery e.v^ept a single rather 
curious yellow stone, suspended from her neck 
by a platinum chain. 

“ You mean tjiat yellow thing ? ” 

She looked at him in surprise. 
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“ But of course you do not know ! ” she 
exclaimed. ** That is the great yellow diamond. 
It belongs to ” 

t‘ To whom ? ” he interrupted eagerly. 

“ To Leopold’s — to my brother’s collection,” ' 
she explained hesitatingly. 

He was puzzled for a moment. Then the 
s^se of her words, and their import, began to 
dawn upon him. 

“ You mean that the stone is amongst those 
that your brother has acquired ? ” he continued 
diffidently — “ one of those he has not yet tried 
,to have reeut ? ” 

Yes ! ” she murmured. 

There was a moment’s cml>arrasscd silence. 
Henrictte wa.s obviously distraught. She 
w’atchcd the rather faseinating ligure upon the 
stage with strained eyes. 

” It isn’t,” she went on. turning abruptly 
to her companion, “ that I mind' if Leopold 
chooses to amuse hinisell. He has pi’obably 
lent the girl diamond for her first appear- 
ance. I see that it is her debut to-night. It 
is not that. But he is so rash, so daring. That 
stone is known throughout the world — its 
history, its description liavi* been published 
everywhere. Why, if there is anyone in the 
l^ouse who knows anything of the hbtory of 
ge^s, they will recognise it. It will be traced 
— so ca.sily traced to I^e^old. Oh, what folly ! 
I'mtist go and sec her. 1 must go at once I ” 

She rose to her feet. They drew a little into 
the backsround of the box. 
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** 1 am afraid it will be rather difficult,” 
Aaron Rodd warned her. 

” It must be arranged,” she insisted. “ We 
will go together and iind some one at the box 
office who will take a message round.” 

They spent a more or less uncomfortable 
ten minutes at the box office, where they were 
assured that, owing to tlie. smallness of 
the theatre, visits to the artistes were not 
permitted. The manager at last appeared 
and began .an explanation on similar lines. 
Hcnriette interrupted liim. 

” Monsieur,” she beggt d, ” it is a grt'at 
exception. Tlicre is .sonidhing Vihieh MadC' 
moLst'lle should know, something whicli it is 
very important for her to know* uiul 1 am the 
only person who can tell her. You will make 
an exception, please, this once ? ” 

The jnanager was human and a |H*rson 
of discrimination. lie nuuie no further 
difficulty. 

“If you uill both please foU^iw me,” he 
invited. “ Matlcmoiselle Larilly has just gone 
off.” 

lie lc<l tliem by a tortuous way to the back 
of the stage and knocked at the door of a room, 

“ Entrez ! ” was the shrill rcspon.se. 

Their guide ushered Ilchrictti* and Aaron 
Kodd into a tiny little apartment, prettily 
furnished notwithstanding the bare floors. 
Mademoiselle larilly was standing before* a 
pier-glass, admiring herself. She swept round 
at their entrance. 
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“ Madame T 4hc murmured in surprise. 

The manager spoke a hasty word or two of 
explanation, iji< French, and disappeared. 
Henriette u ailed until the door was closed. 
Then she turned fo the gnl. 

“ Madi'moise lie,” she said, “I owe you, 
perhaps, an apology for this unusual visit. I 
come for youi s.ike as well as my own and 
another's, ^^lll you tell me, \)lfase, who lent 
you the diamond wlneli jou wevir ? ” 

The girl h< 1<1 it tight 1\ to he r bosom. 

It has not 1» e n h nt to me,'’ she declared. 
“ It IS gn <*n ’’ 

“Bui thd IS not pos ible ’’ Ilemiette pro- 
te^sted. “ Do y>n know that the jewel jou arc 
wearing is woith ne.uh a milhem Jrjjncs t *’ 

The gill stalled 1»ut s’hc simply shiugged her 
shouleleis. 

“ Qh. la, la!” she exJaimed. “ AMiat do 
I care? It was m\«n me by a gentleman, 
iieit an Englishman, .mel no eme has any right 
te) ask me epie stions about it I elo not reeeise' 
here, made nvase lie I ha\e but a few minute ■. 
to lest. It \e'u would please gei.” 

Henriette made e ffeuts to modify the haugh- 
tiness ol hei lenie, the air of aloeifness with 
which she see me el shiouded. 

“Mademoiselle L 'iillv.” trfie saiel, “I will 
not believe that \ou wish evil things to the 
gentleman who lent oi gave you that jewel, 
”J*et, believe me. >ou will bring harm upon him 
if you wear it m public. You will bring a great 
—the greatest oi all misfortunes.” 



The girl opened her hands a and gazed 
at the gem. She shook her head. ‘ ^ 

“That I cannot help,” dccidad. “It 
is his affair. * He must know better than yom 
I promised him t.o wear it. He may even be 
here to-night. I shall keep my word.” 

“Mademoiselle ” Ilcnriette began. 

Then the vrords died away on her lips. The 
door of the dressing-room had oj)cned and 
elosed without any knock. Mr.. Paul Itrodic 
stood there, suave and with a little smile upon 
his lips. He bowed politely— a gesture which 
seemed to include evc^y one. Mademoiselle 
Larilly glanced at him contemptuously. 

“ But who allowtd yoii to tenter ? ” she de- 
manded. I do not receive here. I will send 
for the manager. It i% an tmp(!rtinence when 
people come to my room without permission.” 

3Ir. Brodie held out his hand d(;prccatingly. 
' “ Miss Laglly,” he begged, “ pray do not 
distuij} yourself. I am one of those who must 
go anywhere they choose, at any time.” 

“ Indeed ! ” she tixclaimed indignantly. 
“ You'are not the owner of the theatre or tno 
author of the revue, and I do not know you. 
I beg you to leave at once.” 

“ Young lady,” Mr. Brodie continued, his 
eyes fastened upon the gem which hung from 
her neck, “ I have not the good fortune to be 
either of the gentlemen you mention, but I 
represent a force which has to be rcckonl^ 
with by law-abiding people. 1 am of the 
police.” 
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She «tood quite stilK Once moxc her hands 
clutched at the, jewel which rested on her 
bosonoi. ' 

. “ The police ? ” she repeated. “ But I do 

not understand ! What do you what do 

the police vrant with me in my room ? ” 

“ Now come, Miss Larilly,” Mr. Brodie went 
on soothingly, “ it’s nothm{:i[ you need worry 
about. I just want your permission to examine 
the jewel which you arc wearing,*’ 

“ No I ” she refused sharply. “ Xo one shall 
do that. The jcwid has been lent to me, lent 
to me on one condition — ^that I permit no one 
to touch it.” 

“ liook here, young lady,” Brodie protested, 
quietly but forcibly, ” I don’t want to make 
any <listurbanec, aiul I’d sooiu r d<*al with this 
matter in a fnciully fashion. All the same, if 
you're out for trouble, I can soon bring you 
plenty of it. Come, it wtin’t take you long to 
slip that off your neck.”' 

She Ijegan to look a little frightened. She 
glaiu'cd tow’artls llenriette as though for 
guidance, llenriette, however, seemed almost 
on the point of breaking down herself. She 
liad sunk into the chair which Aaron had 
fetched. 

“Courage,” Aaron whispered in her car. 
“ That brute is watching you.’’ 

Brodie had drawm closer to Mademoiselle 
Xiaurilly. She held her hands tightly against 
her bosom. 

“ If you come a step further,” she cried, “ I 




will shriek ! I will call the artistes to defend 
me — ^the ■ manager ! • You must rome to me 
when I am not plaj'ing, if you* wpuld asl^ 
questions.” • 

“ Young lady,” the detective said with a 
new sternness, “ you can call the manlier. If 
you will, and I shall rc|K‘at to him what I say 
to you. If you do not suffer me to examine 
tiuit jewel, I shall stop the performance and 
have you taken to the polici'-statioiu” 

She was obviously terrilied now. The rouge 
upon her checks seemed like a great daub of 
red. She set her teethj Iut hands Hew apart. 

” It is a miserable country ! ” she exclauncd 
passionately. “ In France this could not 
happen. ^ Look, then, at the stone, and go, 
but remcmljer — I wilf give it up to no one. 
If you take it, you nuist tlrag it from ray neck 
and 1 will follow you, shrieking, even on to the 
stage. I will oot bt? robbed ! IIow do I know 
that ^ou are of the ^x>lice "I You may be a 
thief yourself ! The sUine— I tell you that it is. 
worth a fortune.” 

“I* can well believe it,” Brodic assented 
calmly. “ One moment, if you please.” 

He held the stone in the palno of his hand 
and fitted a magnifying glass into his eye. 
There was a moment’s silence. Henriettc 
suddenly gripped her companion’s hand. 
Mademoiselle Larilly stood tnere, panting, her 
bosom rising and falling quickly. There t^asT 
murder in her eyes. Presently Brodie let the 
stone &11, replaced the magnifying glass* in hia 




pocket. He stood, for a moment, aa though 
thinking. Then he turned- towards the door. 

“ Mias Larilly,” he said, looking back at her, 
*‘.my apologies. The bauble which you are 
wearing is a worthless piece .of yellow crystal, 
worth, perhaps, twenty pounds. I was de- 
ceived — as was, perhaps, the young lady over 
yonder,” he added with a little ironical Ijow — 
“by a wonderful nfstinblanee.” 

He closed .tlie d(K>r cpiietly behind him. ' 
There was a queer sihaiec in* the room. Hen- 
riettc was deathly jjale. Relief and bewilder- 
ment were struggling in her face. The French 
ffrl’s expression hacl beeonu^ electrically trans- 
formed. With a suchlen little gesture she 
leaned towards the closed door. Her. hand 
(lashed in front of her j'aee. Her gesture was 
significant if vulgar. 

“ It is worth twenty pounds, my bauble, is 
it ? ” .she mocked. “ And he thinks, that hig, 
ugly man, tiiat I would eomc on to the. stage 
with a bauble round my neck worth twenty 
pounds ! Kh, but he is not a gentleman of 
France, that !” ^ 

An inner door suddenly opened. Leopold' 
Brinncn appeared, and behind him the tall, 
slender figure of Monsieur Larkson, the leading 
French actor in the revue. 

“ With your permission,” Brinncn began, 
bowing to Mademoiselle Larilly. . . . ‘*licn- 
riettcl” 

He stopped short in amazement. Henrictte 
rose to her feet and came toWards him. 



** Leojmld/* she exclaimed, talking to liirn 
rapidly in IVench,- “ what have you done ? 
How dare you, for all our sak^, lun these 
awful risks !• If the man Brodie had not been 
a fool, if he had known anything of jewels, if he 
had not been blind, where should we have been' 
at this moment ? Do you think they would 
have let mademoiselle go until she had told 
from wh«iee edme the Yellow Eye ? Oh, but 
you are so reckless! Take it away from her 
quickly I Hide ft ! ” 

Leopold listened to her words a little 
gravely. 

“ Will you tell me. my sister,” he enquired, 
** what you are doing here ? ” 

“ I Jiave dined and am spending the evening 
with Mr.*Aaron Itoildt” shfc explained. “ We 
sit iq the box honr an«l I recognise the Yellow 
Eye. I hurry here. Mademoiselle reeeiws me,' 
I beg her toMke it off, not to wear it. I warn 
her Uiat there is ilafiger. She scoffs at me. 
And then Brodie comes. But that man — he 
must be mad ! He held the stone in his 
hand.*’ 

The young man .smilcfl quietly. Then he 
listened at the door which led into the passage 
and softly turned the key. He glanced towards 
mademoiselle. 

“ Ah, but if you all will*” she exclaimed, 
« behold ! ” ^ ^ 

Her haind disappeared for a mdment do^' 
her back. She threw the platinum chain anil 
stone iVhich she wds wearing, on to the dressing- 



y ’C- 





table. In a moment another flashed upon her 
bosom. 

“ Youiscc,” she went on, “ how simple ! I . 
obeyed. On the sta{j(^ I wore that great beau- 
tiful stone, and even before I had reached my 
room, in tlie passagt*, the other hung in its 
place.” 

licopold Brinnen smiled amiably. Never- 
theless, he was a little apologetic as he turned 
towards his sis.ter. 

“ It is that man Uiwlie,” he sighed. “ He 
is so persisttmt and yet he has not the wits for 
success. H(; wearies me with his blunders. 
This is just a little lesson.” 

“ A little lesson.” Ilenriette repealed re- 
proachfully, with a sc)b in her throat, ‘‘ which 
might have cost us” ’ 

lie waved his hand. 

” Ah, no, little sister ! ” he protested. You 
take too gloomy a view. Even Paul Brodie,” 
he eontinued, lowi-ring his voice so that it was 
inaudible at the other end of the room, ** has 
not yet succeeded in forging the missing link 
between i-'reiniah Sands and Captain Brinnen 
of the Bwgiau Artill<-ry. You permit now, 
madamc,” he w«*nt on, turning back to the 
otbcj^, “ that I present to you my sister 
.and Monsieur Aaron Rodd. Mademoiselle^ 
Larilly,” he explained, “ is the wife of Mon- 
sieur Larkson here, whom I take the liberty 
*alsb to present. What do you say ? Which 
stone shall mademoiselle wear w'hcn she singa 
her next song ? ” ’ • 




“ One may play with fire a little too long,*^ ‘ 
Aaron Rodd ooserved. 

** Leopold!” his sister implored, « clasping 
her hands. • 

The young man bowed. 

“ It shall be as you will,” he, promised*- 
holding out his hand and accepting the strnie 
which Mademoiselle Larilly w^ eagerly pres- 
sing upon him; “Into my pocket with tliis 
one, then. Madame shall dance for the first 
time in her* life With a worthless bauble around 
her throat, but there shall b<; a recompense. 

I insist. VVe will all Sup together at Giro’s. 
You agree ? And you, Ilodd ? My sister,” He 
added, “will, I am sure, be delighted to see 
more pf you, madamc, and your husband.” 

“ It will 'give me the greatest pleasure,” 
Hcnriettc assented. 

A call boy came shouting down the passage. , 
“ Giro’s at, eleven-thirty,” Brinncn reminded 
them all. • 

“ It shall be au revoir, then, madame ! ” 
Henrictte said, as she passed through the door 
which* Aaron was holding open for hqr. 


There was a great relief in Ilcnriette’s face < 
as she leaned back in the darkest comer of the 
box and closed her eyes. T}ic atmosphere of 
the evening, however, had departed. She was ■ 
no longer full of that quivering, electrical ' 
gmety. She watched the rest of the. perform- 
ance with interest; and talked now and then 
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to Aaron, but their homeward drive afterwards 
was performed almost in silence. She rested 
her lingers in his and leaned back. 

'** Forgive me if I rest,” she murmured. I 
/ am terrified. I shake now when I think of that 
inoment.” * 

“It is all over now,” he reminded her. 
“ Try and be quiet for a little time.” 

Presently she sat up. 

“ Listen,” she said, “ it will be half an hour 
at least before they can arrive at Giro’s. 
Madame must cliange her toiletb-.” 

. As Madame's last toilette had been one of 
pink silk, in which tlierc was very much more 
stocking than, skirt, the suggestion seemed 
probable. , , 

“ What would you 'like to clo ? ” Aaron 
asked. 

“ I would like ti> call back at the Milan,” 
she begged. “ I nearly always see my grand- 
father for a monu'iit bclore he goes tOrSlecp, 
and I can rest and bathe niy eyes. You will 
not mind waiting ? ” 

“ Of course not ! ” 

He redirected the driver and they drew up, 
a few minutes later, at the Milan. She des- 
cended at the Court entrance and crossed over 
at once to the lift. 

“ 1 will not ask you up,” she said. “ I shall 
you here, perhaps, in —say, ten minutes ? ” 

He assent^ and bought an evening paper. 
In less than the time she had stated, the lift 
stepped, and she reappeared. To his surprise 




ske had taken off her hat. She came towards 
him with a strange look in her fac^. He could 
see the tears quivering in her eyes. « 

“ Dear friend,” she whispered, ‘‘ be kind to 
me. 1 liavc had a great blow. My grandfather 
died this evening while we wore away— only 
an hour ago.” 

He murmured an eager word or two of 
sympathy. She laid her hand upon his arm. 

“Will you go, please, at once to Giro’s,” 
she begged hini, “ and tell Leopold ? Try and 
prevent him, if you can, entering the supper- 
room. There arc so many things that* will 
happen now,” she went on, “ Please go 
quickly. Sec ! ” , 

She* raided, I UT fingere to his lips, lie caught 
them and kissed themr Then she turned away 
and Jie hurried outside, jumped into a taxi 
and drove to Giro’s. I.eopold Brinncn»and a 
little party of guests were standing in the hall. 
The former frowned jfs he entered alone. 

“ Where is my sister ? ” he demanded. 
Aaron took him by the arm^ 

“ Gaptain Brinnen,” he said, “ I am sorry, 
but 1 am the bearer of bad • news. Your 
grandfather died this evening.” * 

The young man stood perfectly still for a 
moment. 

“ Dead ! ” he muttered. *t Poor fellow I . . . 
dead !” 

Inside the room the music was crashing, 
and the hum of conversation was already 
swelling to a tumult. A couple of early dancers 



were whirling round th> foom, Brinnen turned 
to his guestb * 

“ I am^o sorry,” he explained, “ Mr. Rodd 
here has brought me bad ncu s. A hear relative 
yt#*ininc h|as died suddenly. You must excuse 
myipinftlg you. Luigi will scr\*e the supper.” 

InaFe was a little murmur of sympatliy. His 
B<^>hemian friends crowded silently around him. 
One by one they shook his hand— a queer little 
function. Then he tunied away and stood 
for a moment on the pavement outside, Aaron 
Rodd by his side. 

“ Mr. Rodd,” he said, ” my grandfather’s 
death may make a differenee in many ways.” 

Aaron Rodd straightemd himself. He w'as 
never sure of the demeanour of. tlus young 
adventurer, who seemed' for the most part to 
treat life as a jest. 

“ In'>\hat way ? ” he asked. 

Brinnen replied w'ith a question.* 

“Can YOU eommuniea’te with ^Ir. Harvey 
Grimm '! ” 

Aaron shook his head. 

“ I do not even know’ where he does his work. 
Forpve me for reminding you,” he added, 
“ that your sister is in great distress.” 

The young man stepped into a taxi. 

“ It is necessary that I sec Han'cy Grimm as 
soon as possible,” die insisted. 

. “ Harvey Grimm won’t be hurried over his 
work,” Aaron declared. “ For your own sake 
he is better out of sight un^il it is concluded. 
Shall I tell the man to go to the Milan ? ” 



Brinnen |iodded. He leaned out of the 
window for a moment, however, before tiie 
cab started.. * 

“ Mr. Aaron Rodd,” he said, ” do you mind 
if I speak to yOu for a moment with perfeob 
frankness ? ” 

“ Not in the least,” Aaron assured him 
promptl.v. 

“ In some respeets,” Brinnen eontinued con- 
fidentially, “ I am inclined to like you, but on 
the whole I have come to the (*unclusion that 
you arc a very simple fellow. That is all ! ” 




p- , 

Cfu^ter IX The Vengeance of Rosa Letchowiski 

.JReie small boy assumed an air of vast import- 
iunce. He leaned over the counter and with 
'mysterious gestures arrested the progress of 
iiis cousin through the shop. 

“ Rosa, I’ve got somfthing to tliay to you, 
motht important,” he announced. “ Come 
right over here.”' 

She paused and swung around a little un- 
willingly. Her scarlet , underlip .was. t^irust 
outw'ards. She walked with her liand upon her 
lup, not averse to impressing even this young 
CcWHyu of hers with all the allurements of her 

thay, Rosa, you look fine,” the "boy 
admiringly. Lithen now. You told 
keep mv eyes open, if ever 1 should see 
n^^ore of Ifr. Levy, ch ? ” f 

^liie girl’s face was suddenly alight. She 
j^ved close to the coimter. 

■ *** You’ve heard of him ? ” she exclaimed 
eagerly. ** You know where he is ? ” 

The boy nodded* many times. He placed a 
finger upon hb lips, in his eyes was the glint 
of avarice. 

** You promithed me a shilling,” he reminded 
her; ' “1 worked hard. I know now jurt where 

asst 




he ith. Tou can see him for yonitfa^. lt*$ 
1^'orth a shilling, Rosa, eh ? ’* 

The girl’s hand dived into the r^ej^ses of hw 
half-fastened skirt. . She produced a cheai> 
purse of imitation Russia leather and solemnly, 
counted out a sixpence and six coppers. 

“ You tell me the truth,” she adjured hiiii» 
parting with the coins reluctantly. 

** Honest ahd sure,” the boy promised^: 
sweeping them into his pocket. camb 

back again 'Tue^ay night. He’s at work now. 
in the repairing room.” 

“You little shark!*” his cousin cried in- 
dignantly. “ Why, I should havb Jfound out 
myself if I’d gone straight in to grandfather;*^ 
“ ISfaybc and maybe not,” he' answered, wi^ 
his finger upon his noSe and his hand guarding 
the pocket where the shilling reposed.’ 

The girl was breathing quickly with, excite- 
ment. The. loss of the shilling, after all, was 
a slight thing to a giil earning man’s wages. 

“ Listen,” she enjoined, “ don’t you say I’ve 
been. I’m off back to tidy up. I shall be here 
ijfi htff an hour. He won’t be gpne by then.” 

* “ Sure not,” was the confident assent. ” Efe 
brought his valise. Hc’th come to stop.” 

Rosa almost tiptoed her way out of the shop, 
dived into the stream of people and ^sap- 
peared. It was rather more, than half an hour 
before her small cousin, with palms out- 
stretched upon the counter, struggling to* sell 
a one-and-sixpenny brooch to a girl who had 
a shilling to spend, glanced up and recognised-' 
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hCT. His look of admiration was a genuine 
tribute. For a moment the glamour of the 
transaction upon which he was engaged, faded. 

*•* My, Rosa, you do look • tine ! ” he 
exclaimed. “ Them clothes must have cost 
something !• ” 

She nodded haughtily— a vision of cheap 
furs, witli a black hat from which flared one 
great scarlet flower. She carried a bag of 
some jingling metal in her hand. Her patent 
shoes squeaked loudly. She displayed at least 
iwelvc inches of silk-clad, limbs, and she 
diffused little waves oT a perfume carefully 
selected on account of its far-reaching qualities. 
The customer, who kriew her by sight, gazed 
after her admiringly. .. 

“ That’s your odusin “Rosa, isn’t il ? ” she 
asked. ... 

Tlie small boy nodded, withdrawing his eyes 
from the disappearing figure with reluctance. 

It must be wonderful to earn enough njoney 
to dress like that,” he observed enviously. 
“ My, did you see those furs ! . . . The firtht 
ornament Rosa ever bought from me wath one 
of these brooches,” he went on, reverting to 
the subject in hand. Two shillings she paid, 
my dear, and eighteenpence I’m asking you, 
jutht because I like to do business when the 
old man ain’t hero. Maybe you could pay the 
extra sixpence next Saturday. . . .” 

Rosa swept through the door and descended 
the two steps into the dingy sitting-room. In 
a high-backed chair drawn rip to the scanty 



fire, his head a little on one side, sat her 
grandfather, asleep. She passejl on tiptoe 
through the room, down the narrow passage, 
and softly tnmed the handle of the workshop 
door. The air was vibrating slightly with the 
monotonous hum of a eoncealed dynamo. 
Bending low over the board, with huge magnir 
fying glasses in his eyes, Mr. Levy, with a smal4 
bri|^t inslfumcnt in his hand, was absorbed 
in some delicate process of refashioning a 
little glittering ‘mass, carefully held between 
the thumb and iorehngcr of his left hand. 
Some instinct told the girl to keep silenQe. 
She watched him brcathk^ssly until the con- 
sciousness of her presenci* r<racl\cd him through 
his finer, senses. He raised his knife from its 
task and turned swiftly around, touched a 
knob with his foot and the dynamo gradually, 
slackened speed and died away. •. • 

“ You ! ” Jie cxeluimed, removing the ghisscs 
from.his eyes. * 

She saw the stone upon which he had been 
working transferred swiftly to his pocket. 
She was immensely curious. Nevertheless, the 
personal element came first. 

“ You're a nice man, aren’t* you, eh ? ” 
she demanded, coming slowly towards him. 
“ What about that little dinner we were going 
to have, ch, and a theatre V You just leave 
your place without a word of warning., I. 
wonder grandfather took you back again.”* 

“ My dear young lady,” he bcg^jin; 

“ Rosa ! ” she pouted. 



** Rosa, then,” he went' on, ** pleasure is a 

S rcat thing, .but business i^ a greater. I have 
een away on business, the business I spoke 
to’ you of. Now, you see, I am back again. 
■Tlie other place didn’t suit me.” 

” And grandfather took you on without a 
word ? ” 

“ As you see.” 

“ What is it you arc working at ? ” she 
asked curiously. “ I never knew you had a 
dynamo here, or that you needed one for 
watch repairing.” 

. ” It is an idea of my own,” he told her. 
You see, it isn’t only watches but every 
article of jcwcHcry we repair. It saves another 
assistant.” ^ * 

“What were you working at when I came 
in ? ” she persistt'd. 

“ A 'piece of glass, cutting it up into a few 
of those beautiful iiiamond brooohes you sec 
in the window,’’ he explained. ” But don’Jt let’s 
talk about the work. How well you look ! ” 
She tossed her head. 

** A lot you care about how well I look,” 
she retorted, “ going away like that with never 
a, word ! ” 

‘‘.By the by,” he enquired suddenly, “ how 
did you come in ? Where was your grand- 
father ? ” * 

V Grandfather was asleep in the easy chair,” 
she told him. “ 1 came through on tiptoe. 
Like to keep yourself private down here, don’t 
yoif ? ” ’ 


“Part of my training,** he replied. “IT 
can*t work unless I am absolutely alone and# 
undisturbed.” 

She leaned against his bench ana raised, her' 
foot as though to look at the patent tip of her 
shoe. lie was' privileged to behold a goodly 
number of inches of silk^clad linih^i 

“ What are you doing to-nighf,*’ she asked^ 
“ after work V ” 

He shook his head disconsolately. 

“ Your grandfather is a hard taskmaster,** 
he gnimblexl. “ I g< ncrally stick on hofe 
until I'm tired out.” 

“ We’ll see about that,” she promi^d. 
‘‘ Would you like . . . OIi, botluT ! ” sl»<* broke 
off. , ” I pronused to gt> to the pictures with 
Stolly Wylces.” 

Her companion's faint sigh of regret was 
very cleverly assiniK'd. 

“ Perhajis another evening, then,” he sug* 
gosted. 

. “ You're such a slippt'ry euslomcr,” she 
went on, ” hen: to-day and gone: to-menroyr 
sort of chap. I supi>ose I could put StoUy 
off,” she went on meditatively, raising her 
eyes and looking at him. 

“ I wouldn’t do that,” he protested, “ 1 
ean*t help thinking how disappointed 1 should 
be in his place.” 

“Plenty of feeling for others you have, 
haven*t you ? ” she observed sarcastically. 

I don’t know as 1 care about gomg out wiwl 



Stolly. ' He’s always woil^g me to get 
engaged.” 

“ I’ve wondered more than once,” he told 
her confidentially, “why you haven’t been 
engaged long ago. How old ' are you ? 
Twenty ? ” 

“I am twenty-two,” she confessed, “and 
if I’m nqt engaged, it’s bccmisc I haven’t been 
over-anxious. 1 don’t think much of these 
young fellows round here. I feel, somehow, 
as though I wanted something, different.” 

He sighed sympathetically, and then, as 
though with an effort, turned back to his beneh. 

V If the old man wakes up and linds I’m not 
working,” he remarked,. “ he’ll he annoyed.” 

“ You can gc.t on with your work, then,” 
she, replied. “ I’m going to talk to him for a 
minute or two. He good.^’ 

She gave him a little hackivard nod, ewig- 
maticulty eneoUragiug, and left him, elosing 
the door softly behind lier. She made her way 
into the stuffy little parlour and shook ‘her 
grandfather by the shouUler. 

“ Wake up, old man,” she exhorted. “ yicc 
thing going to sleep over the fire in the middle 
of the afternoon ! ” 

“Eh, what— what, my dear?” he ex- 
claimed, sitting up. “ It’s Eosa, is it ? Ah 1 
Hoav beautiful you look, Rosa! But those 
furs — were thej' vtfry expensive, my dear ? ” 

“ They were rather.” the girl admitted com- 

f lacently, “ bjit I’m earning good money and 
want to get married.” 


**To get mjjliid, deu,” the old 
repeated, a little vaguely. “ Well, well, yott 
find some young nian with good prospects, and. 
money —money in his hand, mind-ii— ’* 

“ I’ve found the young man rd like to 
marry,” Rosa interrupted. “ He’s your assistiF 
ant down there.” 

Abraham Letchowiski stretched out his 
hands in protest. He shook his head vigorously;. 

“ No, no, my tear ! ” he cried. “ You 
cannot mj^rry liim. He is just a joumeymuoi 
repairer. He has no money saved. He spends 
too much oil his clothes.” 

“ Pie’s a clever workman, isn't he ? ” • . 

“Oh, he is clever,”. the old man admitted^ 
“ very clever indeed, hut there are many 
clever people in the world who have not much 
money.” 

Look here,” the girl expostulated, “ you’re 
going to leave David and me your’ money, 
aren’t you ? You’ve no one else ? ” 

“ But I have not much,” the old man whined; 
“ and I may live quite some time yet.” 

“ You’re getting tilb old to work,”, the girl 
declared. “ Why not take him into partner* 
ship ? ” 

“ Bartnership ? ” the old man’ shrieked. 
“ Ah, my tear, you do not understand ! ” 

“ I understand the way to deal with you, 
anyhow,” Rosa retorted. You wait ! ” 

She walked to the end of the passage and 
raised her voice. 

“ ^Ir. Levy, please to come here'.” 


: iThei'e was a smothered reply, and after a 
|cw moments he appeared. 

Abraham ■ Letchew'iski, now thoroughly 
awake, sat in the chair, wringing his hands. 

** Rosa,” he exclaimed, “ I implore you 1 
Rosa 1 I jsten to me ! ” 

' She cut him short. She seemed, somehow, 
to dominate the little room — strong, forceful 
and determined. 

** Mr. Levy,” she announced, “ grandfather 
has something to say to you. 'He makes such 
a muddle of things that, although it is rather 
embarrassing, I shall say it myself. David and 
I arc’ his heirs. He has saved a great deal of 
money.” 

” No, no, my tear— no ! ” the old man 
interrupted tearfully. « • “ ' 

“ He has saved a great deal of money,” she 
went on placidly. “ He has no other relatiVcs. 
He is always b'otlicring me to get married. I 
tell him to-day that I hav? made up my mind. 
If you arc willing, Mr. Levy, he will takc*you 
into partnership. We will see that little David 
is done fairly with. Later on, when you grow 
older, he shall be your partner. Now', grand- 
father, sit up and hear what Mr. Levy has to 
sa;^” 

jFor once in his life, Har\'ey Grimm was taken 
at a disadvantage. He stood speechless and 
.hopelessly astomided. Rosa held out her 
hands to him. Before lie knew exactly where 
:he was, he was holding one of them. 

** So that’s* ail settled,” the- girl pronounced. 
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dramng him d[p9» to heri t K<rar» /ffiranos 
father, Mr. Levy— Edward we must cafi liim 
now— is going to leave o(f work at once. Wt 
are going out to supper and a ciiieipa.** 

The old fnan suddenly struck the table wif& 
his clenched fist. There was a curious solemnity 
in his voice. 

** I will not' have it ! ” he cried, his eyes 
flashing. ** ^1 that you have spoken it 
foolish, Rosa. * I will not have this young num 
for my partner, nor shall you have him for 
your husband, even if he were willing.” 

“ Why not ? ” she demanded. 

“ Because he is not* of our faith,” Abraham 
Lctehowiski d<*clared solemnly, “ because ‘his. 
name is not Levy. He is not one of us.” 

Rosa taken abaek. Sfie looked at her 
prospective suitor iribrcdilloasly. 

V Is that true ” she asked him. • “ I don^ 
care twopence whether you’ro a Jcv\c or not, 
but isn’t your name Levy ? ” 

*tlt is not,” he cbnfcsscd. 

” Why don’t you go about under your owqf 
name ? ” 

There was a moment’s silence. A sudd^ 
understanding leapt into the girl’s face. " 

** Wait,” she cried — “ the dynatno dowA*^ 
stairs, and those men who came here ^ 
search! What is it you do in that back 
room, eh ? ” • . ^ 

There was still silence. She passed her axB(^ 
suddenly through his. * 

” Be sensible,^” she urged. ” I am not a fo^; 


I'knoiv that grandfather loves money and 
loves making it. So do I. If lie lets you work 
secretly in his back room, it must be bccaus(‘ 
you mak^ money there. Well, why not? 
You need have no fear of me. Tell me the 
truth ? I shall be faithful. I do not mind 
that you aiv not a Jew. I will marry you all 
the same. I like you better than any of the 
Jexvs I know.’’ 

IlaxA’cy Grimm wiped the persjiiralion from 
his fort'head .It was a situation, this, for 
which no foresight could have provided. 

“And I," Abraham Letebowisld thunden'd, 
** swear lielbre the God of my fathers that you 
sliall many none but a J<*w' ! " 

The girl made a face at him and drugged 
him liaek into his < asy chair. 

“ Don't you be a silly old man,*’ she enjoined. 

Times 11a\ i* <’hange<l smei* you were young. 
A girl has to lia\e a husband, doesn't she? 
You wouUhi't ha\e me marry any of those 
bkinipiTs tliat eonie arouiu'i here ? 

A lit of coughing sei/uil the old man and he 
was momentarily speechless. , 

She turned away from him. 

“ That's all right.'’ she declared confidently, 
“lie'll he reasonable by morning. You go 
and wash and get ready.’’ 

Ilah'ey Grimm sighed mournfully. Ilis wits 
were ser\'ing him at last, presenting a tardy 
possibilit}’ of cscaix:. 

> “ Miss Rosa,'’ he said, “ I haven't had the 
.chance to say anything. You took me by 




surprise this afternoon. Perhaps I ou^t ^ 
liave told you when wc first met, but I 
I am married.’* 

She stooji looking at him for a moment, her 
voluptuous red lips parted, her eyebxbws 
contracting. 

“ Married ? ” she exclaimed, a little hysteric- 
ally. “You beast!” 

“ I can’t help it,” he apologised humbly. 
“ I ought to have told you but I never thought. 
•That is why I kept away before:.” 

“ I see,” she murmured, with the air of one 
w'hose thoughts are far away. 

Abraham I^tchowiski sat up in his chair. 
He mopped his eyes with a yellow handker- 
chief. 

“ ¥au sec, my lejjr,” he pointed out fever- 
ishly, “the young man is honest — he tells the 
truth. That is the end.” 

“ Is it ! ” the girl muttered. “ Perhaps 1 
Anyway, he is gojng to take me out this 
evening. Your wife ain’t here with you, is 
she?” 

“ No,” he replied, “ she is in America.” 

“ Go and get yourself ready, then.” 

Harvey Grimm meekly acquiesced, and de- 
voted hhnself for the rest of the evening 
towards the entertainment of his companion. 
The girl’s manner wras a little queer. At the 
restaurant to which he Itook her —the bc^ 
in the neighborhood— she apiicared td 
thoroughly enjoy the lavish' meal which he 
provided. She .even held his hand under tbd 
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^t&ble and smiled many times into his eyes. 
,Shc took his arm as they walked through the 
streets, but in the theatre, which she chose in 
inference tto a cinema, sbe sat most of tlic 
time silent and absorbed. On the M'ay home 
she elung to his arm. When they reached the 
little jeweller’s shop, she paused. 

“ Let m<* take you across to your rooms 
first,” he suggested. 

She shook her head. 

” I want to Imd my handkerphie f," she told, 
him. “ I must have left it in tin* |)arlour. 
Open the door, pleust*.’’ . 

He 'oheyi'd her, and they stumbled through 
the darkeiu‘d shop, down the steps, into the 
close, stuffy little apartment. The nmiains 
of the fire wore smouldering upon tlic b'arth, 
but the room was unlit. Abralumi Lctchow’- 
iski and *tho boy had long since gone • to 
bed. Svrddcnly* .she threw Jut arms around 
him. , , . , 

** Kiss mo ! ” slu* erii*d, m a choked tout . 

He yieldwl. struggling, howe\'er, against 
her vehement embrace. Ilis hands gnjified 
lier shoulders. He w’renehed himself free. 
He stood on th<‘ other side of the tabic, for a 
moment, panting. Her eyes, himinous. Shone 
•through tlic dai'kness at him. Then suddenly 
she swung round, climbed the tw'o steps, 
nassed tlirough the* shop and closed tiic door 
^Wtly. Almost immediately she reopened it. 
In the dim street light outside he could sec the 
‘outline of Her. figure. , 




** Thank you very much, Wt. MflErried Man»^ 
she said, for my evening.” 

He made no reply. There was a second*^ 
lu'sitation,. a last opportunity, of which HI 
tleclincd to avail himself— then the door'wal 
closed. A few 'minutes later he locked it, '-went 
hack to his workshop, and froni a cupboatd 
drew out a whisky bottle and some soda. 

“ Here’s a cursed mess ! ” he muttered 
dolefully, as he mixed himself a drink. 


Mr. Paul Brodic laid down his cigar and 
newspaper and swung round in his chair tc 
receive a visitor, already, in his mind, a 
prospective new client. A* small boy had 
opciied the door. * , 

“ The lady, sir,” he announced. , 

Mr. Brodic recognised his^ visitor with t 
thrill of expectancy. 

“ Say, this is Miss Lctchowiski, isn’t it ? ^ 
he*exclaimed, holding out his hand. ** 61 a>d 
to sec you, young lady. Please take a seat.” 

Rosa ignored the invitation. She came up tc 
his desk and leaned over it. 

“Look here,” she said, “'you’re' the man^ 
aren’t you, who came messing round HM 

? 'andfather’s jewellery shop a few weeks 
ou were after the assistant— Edward Levy/I 
** Well ? ” Brodie ejaculated eagerly. if- 
“You bungled things, or else he was tQC 
clever for you,” Rosa continued. ^ “ Pvc cenni 
to tell you that he’s back again there noi|' 


ijearrying on the same game, an electrical 
dy namo in the workshop, and no end of tools. 
JEto name ain’t Levy at all, and he isn’t a 

^cw.” • 

What do you suppose he is doing there ? ” 
Broifie enquired. 

“ Look here,” the girl we nt on, “ if I tell you, 
will you. swear that 3^ou woii’t get my grand- 
father into this ? ” 

**I think I can promise that,” was the 
cautious reply. ■ 

Breaking up diamonds, then — that's what 
he’s doing,” tlui girl cgnlided. “ He’s at it 

now.” 

Mr. Brodio showed no signs of excitement, 
but he was already stniggling into Ins overcoat. 

“ There will probably ij(‘ a reward foa'this,” 
he said to Rosa. “ I shall not forget.” 

** I don’t want your reward,” the "girl 
replied. ' “ I’\^ done it just because— well, 
never mind. You go antl^uib him.*. . .” 

Brodic did not suffer the grass to grow 
beneath his feet, lie drove straight to Scot- 
land Yard, and chafed very much at the <k‘lay 
which kept him live minutes from Inspector 
Ditchwatcr’s presence. 

; “ Inspector,” he announced, as soon as he 
Was ushered into the latter’s room, “ I want 
ypu to give me a man and a w'arrant at once. 
.This time I think IVe got a clue that will lead 
W straight to Jerry Sands.” 

“ Is that so ? ” tlic inspector reiqarked dryly. 
** We’ve be'en. there before, yqu know.” 



** See here» Ditchwater,** Brodie continiu^ 
** youVe kind of lost faith in me, and I can*# 
say that I’m altogether surprised. But just 
listen. The girl from Abraham Lqtchowiski’s 
shop has been up to me to-day. She says 
that that fellow -I went after is back again there. 
He’s got a dynamo in the back •place and ai, 
whole set of tools, and is breaking up diamonds.' 
Just what I s.us)icctcd before, only I couldn’t 
lay my hands on him. This time we shall do it.”, 
The inspectojr scribbled a few lines on a 
piece of paper. 

” You cart lak(! yoyr man,” he said, “ but 
don’t get mo into any trouble over this.* Wp 
can’t be raiding people’s premises f(>r ever, on 
suspicion.” , 

“Tli^rc’U be no J,rouble this time,” Mr. 
Brodie promised trinrnphanlly. “A jealous 
woman’s the real thing in our job.” * 

“ Well, I wish you luck,”* the mspector 
replied. “'If you're really on to Jerry Sands, 
youVe on to a big tfnng.” 

Mr. Brodie, with a pl.ain-elotlies constable, 
toolj a taxicab to the Jlile Knd lload. Thd 
two men fmtered the shoj) together, David 
was alone behind the counter. • 

** What can I show the sheiitlcmcn ? ” he 
enquired urbanely. . 

“ We want to speak to your gi’andfather,” 
Brodie announced. ‘‘Yotf needn’t leave tatf 
shop. I know the way.” 

They passed doivn the little steps into thtf 
stuffy parlour. , Abraham Letchbwiski was 


.sitting In his chair, gazing into the fire and 
mumbling to himself. lie looked at the 
visitors uneasily. 

“ What do you want here ? ” he asked. 
“ I am not well to-d.iy. I am not s|K‘aking of 
basiness.” 

“That’s all right, Hr. Letehowiski,” Brodie 
answered. “ It‘s just a word with your 
assistant we’re niter." 

Tl»e uneasiness in the old man’s face changed 
into terror. 

“What do you want with liim ? ” he 
exclaimed. “ Ih is a usp< etalde joung man, 
a very eUver waldimaktr. Tie (onus from 
Swit/iCrland. He has <icm< nothing wrong.” 

Brodie tuna. I to the const .ibh , 

“Don’t let him .niov''." he directed. “I 
can hear .the djnamo stopping." 

He ran <l<mii the pass.ig< and threwr open 
the dooV. The mun who had hicn working at 
the Iwiich turned to laci; him. The whir of 
the dynamo was .slaekenmg, hut Ilarwy Grimm 
had had no time to colkct his tools. There 
W'crc several curiously sliajKd knives and fine 
files and chisels 1> ing about. Brodie saw' them, 
and his eyes sparkUd. 

“ Edward l.c\ y,’* he .said, “ I arrest you on 
the charge of bi caking up stolen diamonds. 
I liave a constable in the room outside. You’ll 
have to come up to the police-station with us 
and ‘be questioned.” 

The young man laughed scornfully. He 
pointed to something bnght.held in the tecHi 




of a sm^ brass vice. With 8 touch of 
finger he released it. 

“ Diamonds ! ’* he scoffed. “ Why, 1 am aiji 
expert on sham jewellery ! *’ • 

Brodic pressed incautiously forward,, and 
Harvey Grimm’s left hand swung round with 
a lightning-like stroke. The detective went 
over like a log, groaned for a moment and 
staggered to his feet. Harvey Grimm pressed 
him back, forced his knotted handkerchief into 
his mouth, untl closed imd hx'kcd -the door 
through which he had entered. Tlicn he threw 
off his overall and Caught u]) his coat and 
overcoat. ' * 

“ You’re a clover follow, Paul Brodie,” he 
said Jto th<! writhing figure 'upon the floor. 
** Sorry I can’t stop to discuss this matter with 
yoy.” • u 

He threw a little higher open the windo# 
which led, into the yard, vaulted through and 
waljced swiftly down the entry. He stroU^ 
into the broad tlH>roughfare, wiping the mdli^ 
tore from his forehead and looking everywhere 
for*a taxi. 

“ My God ! ” he muttered to himself. “ We’re 
coming near the end of things !.” 

Listening all the while for footsteps behind 
which never came, he at last hailed a taxicab!- 
and was driven to Aldgatc. At the Mansion 
House he alighted, and in another taxicab 
made his way to one of the streets on thenorth 
side of the Strand. Here he cntcrcrl a passage* 
way, climbed 19ie stairs past sccond-luina 
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xslothes shop, and on the second flight opened 
the door of a room vritii a latchkey which hung 
from his chiun. lie gave a little miirmur of 
relief as he discovered a young man in a 
drcsiung'gown, seated in an arm-chair with his 
feet up on the mantt'lpiccc, rc'ading a paper- 
backed novel. The young man bore a remark- 
able r<*sdmblancc to Mr. IIar\'cy Grimm. 

“ Thank heaven you arc in'! ” the new- 
comer exclaimed, commencing like lightning to 
throw off his clothes. “ Turn on the bath, 
Jim— quick as you can — and take these clothes 
down.to the slioj). Shove ’em away anywhere.” 

The young man w.is Jilnady busying himstdf 
about th(‘ plaet . 

“ Anything wrong, sir V ” he asked. 

“I’ve just had »he llevil ()f a squeak,” 
Harvey Gviinm declared. ” It'll be touch and 
go this time. Jlow did I spend the morning 'i " 

“ We made a point of ealluig at your tailor, 
sir,” the young man replied, ” also your lansicr. 
We looked in at Bendlebury's in Cork Street, 
and w'c had a cocktail — two. I think — at 
Fitz’s bar.-’ 

** Capii.ol ! ” Harvey Grimm muttered. 
“ What did I do last night ? ” 

** Last night we wore dinner clothes, sir,” 
the young man went on. “ We dined at 
Romano’s ” 

“ Alone, I trust ? ” Harvey Grimm snapped. 

** Quite alone, sir,” the young man assented. 

W'c conversed for a time with two ladies at 
an ai^oining tabic. Luigi spoke to us twice.” 




Harvey Grimm bolted through uie door, and! 
a few moments afterwards there was a sound 
of splashing. When ho reappeared, a short 
time later/ his complexion sccmeCl to have 
undergone a marvellous change, and the most 
wonderful wig in tlte world had disappeared. 
The young man helped him into a blue serge- 
‘ suit. In five minutes he was dressed. ' 

“ My Georgfe, this is quick work ! ” Harvey 
Grimm murmured, his eyes sparjcling. “ ThereV 
ten pounds on the tabh^, Jkn. Put it in your, 
pocket. I’ll drop in to-morrow or the next 
tlay. Clean gloves .4iid my malacea .cane. 
Don’t wait two moments after I've gone. Get 
rid of all the clothes I- have btum wearing, in 
the darkest corner of the stoVe. Tlicre goes 
the wig,” lie added, •throwing it on the fire. 
“ TJicre won’t be any more Mile Knd for a 
little time. Get to work like bla/.es, Jim, and 
good-bye ! ” 

Tfee young man hsAidcd him a sliect of paper. 

“There are our movements, sir, since you 
left last Wednesday. You will find about a 
dozdh recognitions a day.” 

Harvey Grinun thrust the .paper into his 
pocket, stole swiftly down the #itair};; paused 
for a moment on the threshold — it was his one 
moment of danger — and then strolled jauntily 
out. Tlie street was almost empty. A few' 
seconds and he was in the Strand. He plunged 
into a tobacconist’s shop, bought half-a-dozen 
cigarettes, oSie of which he lit, and a few 
minutes later he ’climbed the ktmrs leading to 


Aaron Rodc*s office. There was no immediate 
answer- to his knock, so he opened the door 
and stepped inside. A tall figure in khaki was 
standing m front of the looking>glass, going 
through siuidry mysterious evolutions. Harvey 
Grimm stared at him in blank amazement. 

“ Good heavens ! ” he gasped. “ It’s Cress* 
well ! ” 

The poet turned round and saluted Harvey 
Grimm in jaunty fashion. 

“ CheCro, Harvey ! ” he exclaimed. “ You 
see, I’ve taken the plunge.” 

“ Fine fellow,” Ilarvev Grimm murmured. 
“ Tell us about it ? ” 

“ I came in to tell Aaron,” the poet went on, 
“but he is, for some unaccountable reason, 
absent. The fact i.>, at first I didn't Feel the 
call of this sort of thing at all. In my soul I 
hate war to-day, that is in its external and 
material aspects— the ugliness, the, bloodshed, 
the mangled bodies and all the rest of it. ^ But 
a few days ago old Harris asked me to write 
them a patriotic poem. I tell you I no sooner 
got into the swim of it than I felt the fever 
burning in my. own veins. I will read you the 
poem shortly.- It will cmatc a great sensation. 

first pemon whom it brought into khaki 
was ’myself.” 

“ You seem to . have done the job pretty 
qpiicidy,” Harvey Grimm observed. 

“ 1 joined an Officers’ Trainii^ Corps only a 
few days ago,” OesswcU explained. “ I went 
to {i)y tailor's^ for a uniform and found that he 



had one made' for a man exadJy'my hmght^ 
who yras down with pneumonia.. So *1 just 
stepped into it and here I am. 1 c^me round 
to tell Aaron, to take a fond farewell and all 
that sort of thing. I’m afraid my adventures 
will be of a different sort for a time. We’vei 
had some fun, though,” he added, with a 
reminiscent glenam in his eyes. • . 

“ We shall miss you,’* Ilnri'cy Grimm sighed, 
** but I am Jieginning 'to fancy that pur own 
number’s about up. I’ve had the n^rowest 
shave of my life this n^orniug, and I don’t feel 
that I am out of the wood yet. Where ,is 
Aaron, I wonder ? ” 

“He was out when I arriyed,” the poet 
replied.^ “ L’ve been \^aiting here for an hour.’* 

Harvey Grimm consulted his watch. 

“Jt is time,” he decided, ** for number one. 
It is several days since I tasted a cocktail. 
After that we might^lunch together.” 

The poet assented with alacrity. They left 
a note for Aaron and made their way round to 
the ^filan. The bar was rather more crowded 
than ustial and they took their cocktails to a 
settee in a comer of the room. Harvey, Grimm 
sent for a page and wrote the nahie of Captain 
Brinnen on a piece of paper. 

“ Will you sec whether you can find this 
gentleman in the hotel ? ” he directed. “ lie 
IS staying, I believe, ih the Court.” . 

The boy departed. Harvey Grimm, who as 
a rule .was a tepiperate man. drank up his 
codctail quickly and sent for another. 



i . yi m ijlii ii ^ i j I II I l f i r i um r 

z^ljCkeV^ednce 

: “ Do you believe; in foi^el^ings, Stephen?” 
he asked. 

” I wa» brought up on them,” the poet 
reftlied. “There is Irish blood in my veins. 
I am most superstitious.” 

■ “ I have had an exciting adventure t3hiis/ 
inorning,” Harvey Grimm went on. “ So 
as any human being can sec, I am out of it asjt 
have been before. I .have made the i^ldst 
careful arrangefnents, too— but there, itV well 
for you not to know too much. Thcrc'j just 
this about it. I wish to God I could see that 
Belgian and get rid of a few baubles.” 

“ liCt me have them,’’ his companion begged. 

“ No one would’ .suspect me.” 

Hars'cy Grimm shook diis head. 

“ They’re not your trouble, ray boy,” he said. 

“ Besides, you’re too damned careless.” 

The. page returned a few moment later. 

“ The gentleman left the hotel yesterday, 

sir,” he announced. “ The hall porter ” 

“ Well ? ” Harvey Grimm interrupted. 

“ The hall porter,” the boy continued, a 
little confused;, “ said something about the 
gentleman having changed his name.” 

Harvey Grimm’s face grew sterner, and the 
look of trouble about his eyes more pronounced. 
He put a 'shilling in the boy’s hand and sent 
him .away. 

“ There’s something up here,” Jre muttered. 

“ First of all .Aaron disapjx^, and now 
Brinnen has diansred his nan^li Mv Ck>d. if 
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tliey only knew iiis,.otI^ name really 
was ! ” ■ • \ 

The poet chudtded. 

“ And td think,” he murmured, ** that- 1 
have been in it 1 What a man ! ” 

^ “ The devil of it is for me,” Harvey Grimm 
^d^lared, “that I’ve fifty thousand poundb* 
'worth of his stolen jcwls around my body at 
the present moment. I fought my w’ay out of 
a trap this morning. I tell you, Stephen, as a 
rule this ‘sort of thing^ stimulates me. I hold 
'my head a little higher, I whistle gayer tunes^ 
I am looking out for tlie bright things in life 
every second of the time, and my feet scarceily 
touch the earth. But fo-day \t’s all different. 
I can’t. walk without turning round. I can’t 
hear that door open Vithfkit starting. Hell t 
. . • Bring me another cocktail, waftcr.” 

“ Steady, old chap ! Your nerves arc dicky, 
that’s wliat’s the matter with you.” t 

“ It’s th? first tinie in my life,” Harvey • 
Grimm muttered, “but I’ve got them now*. 
I fecj that I’m cornered. 1 did - this 

morning. I left him at eleven o’cloi^ ^Agged 
and tied in the workshop he tracked me to. 
I was Edward Levy there, and s isn’t one 
of them except the old man who knew other* 
wise. Brodie himself never recognised ' me. 
The only fear is if the old man pcadhes. He’a 
had a couple of thousand of the best, and Im 
hoards gold and loves it as though it were hia 
oAvn lifcbloool. Thank God^ here are riie 
cocktails I ” 


^6 The Vei^ance FtbsdJiietekBkcidlti 

: ** I Shan ifritc an epic about you this after- 
noon,” • the poet declared.' “ You’re tensc^ 
Harvey, tljiat’s what you are. You’re strung 
upf There’s a different sense in the words 
you speak, a sort of quivering significance in 
everything you say. You’re feeling life, man.” 

“ I’m feeling afraid, if that’s anj^hing,” 
Harvey Grimni .oonfessc'd, raising his glass. 
“There was a w<>man in it, of course— and 
God knows I was careful ! — a fierce, strong 
young Jewess. If she gets her grandfather by 
the throat, she’ll wring the trutli out of him.” 

Crosswcll rose to his feet. 

It will do you good to eat, my friend,” he 
nuggi’sted. “ I, find y'ou exciting, vibrating, 
stimulating, but you arc wearing yourself out,” 

Harvey Grimni jfot ^?ith tightly clenched 
fists. 

I’m<afraid to go in the restaurant,” he said. 
*’Do you notice how that man at.tlK; bar is 
staring, Cresswell ? Who’s he ? ” . 

“ Don’t be a silly ass ! ” his companion ex- 
claimed. “ That’s Greaves, the London corre- 
spondent of the Nao York Trombotte, He’d 
be all over our story if he knew it. Come 
along. Pull, ‘yourself together, man . ^ . 
upri^it ! ” ' 

' Harvey Grimm did his best. He walked 
into the rei^taurant'W'ith almost his usual airy 
benhomme. An acquaintance stopped the two 
men. 

“ Wouldn’t look at me in Fite’s; Grimm,” he 
complained, “itietting proud, old chap'?” 
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“ Sorry,’* Harvey Ot&iun repiid|l. • “ I saw 
your back afterwards. I was Idokkig at ^ 
man over your shoulder.” 

They seated themselves at their tlbual table. 
Another chance .acquaintance paused to $peak 
to them. 

*‘ Thouglit you’d given up this place, Grimm. 
*Saw you at the Piccadilly on Thursday.” { 
** I lUee a 'change sometimes,” the latter 
observed. ” How’s the new play going ? ” 

“ Capitally, thanks I ” 

The actor passed on. Harvey Grimm glanced 
at a sheet of paper which he brought outirom 
his pocket. 

” Yes,” he murmured, “ I was at the PiecUr 
dilly on ^ursday. Nothilig like being 
thorougii in these tiitUgs, ’Stephen. My alim 
was, pretty successful, eh ? ” • 

Mean to say you get a chap to go about 
when you’j'c in hiding, and establish, alibis 
for jjpu ? ” the poet*askcd wondcringly, 

” That’s exactly tlic idea,” Harvey Grimm 
agreed, ” and to tell you the truth, if I hadn’t 
a fif of nerves on me I should say that my 
alibis would take a little upsetting.” 

They ordered luncheon and a b^^tlc of wine^ 
but for some reason or otlier the old spirit was 
ladcing. They missed Aaron Rodd and sl>ecu« 
lated as to the cause of his absence.* • Cresswelli, 
too, seemed to have inherited a new seriousnesa' 
with his unaccustomed attire. It was 'their 
mutual reco^tion of the drawing. to an end 
cf one little cycl& of th^r life,\^d try tbm tgb 


he might, l^arvey Grimm could never escape 
from thijt <^Ueer sense of foreboding which had 
haunted huh for the last few hours. And then, 
towards tfie end of the meal, a page-boy came 
into, the room, gazed around fqr a moment and 
approached, their table. 

" Two gentlemen would like to speak to 
you, Mr. Grimni,” he announced. 

Harvey Grinirii laid down his knife and fork. 
He nodded to the boy, ’but there was a queer, 
hunted look in his eyes as he* turned towards 
his companion. 

“ Stephen, old fellow,” he muttered, “ it’s 
come.” 

The poet laid his hand upon his friend’s 
■ shoulder. 

“Look here, llai-vcy,*’ he asked, “'do you 
want to make a scrap of it ? I’m your man, if 
you do. Or I say, have you anything you’d 
ukc to hand over to me ? I can stan^ the 
racket.” 

Har^’cy Grimm shook his head firmly. 

“ No,” he decided, “ if it’s the end, well. I’ll 
face it. If only Jerry hadn’t cleared ciut 1 
miglit have got' rid of the stones. Good-bye, 
Stephen, and good luck to you ! Better follow 
me out, perhaps, if I don’t return.” 

He made his way without undue haste from 
the room, exchanging one or two greetings, 
pausing, even, in -the swing doors to say a few 
words with a friend. Then, when he stood in 
the little lobby, he knew that tlilCre was truth 
at the back *q£ 1 all his forebodings. It was a 
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well-known Scotland Yard inspector and a 
subordinate, both in plain clothes, iwlw were 
standing there with ‘their hats in tpeu/hands. 
The inspector greeted him cheerily, buj dropped 
his voice. 

“ Mr. Grimm,”' he said, “ I’ll have to trouble 
you to come along to head-quarters. Just a 
tew questions, you understand — as quietly as 
you like. You jsee, we’ve come here in mufti. 
Go back and say good-bye to your friend, if 
you want to.” 

“ That’s very considerate of you. Inspector,” 
was the gratefid reply. ” I'll just tap the 
window, if you’ll allow me.” 

The poet obeyed the summons piomptly. 
Harvey Grimm met him' by the, door and took 
his arni« • , 

“They're after me, Step*f»en,” he confided. 
“ Tliey’rc doing it jolly civilly, though.* There's 
a time for going on to the bitter end and»therc's 
a time for tlropping it. I’m dropping it. . Once 
more,«good luck to you I ” 

The two men grijjjx'd hands. The ]>agc-l)oy 
eamc;up again and touched Harvey Grimm on 
the shoulder. 

“Wanted on the telephone,- sir,” he an- 
nounced. 

The former turned towards the inspector. 

“ Pray, don’t hurry, Mr. Grimm,’.’ the latter 
remarked courteously. “ Olir time is entirely 
yours.” 

Harvey Gr|pim stepped into the telephone 
box and took uolhe receiver. tTbc voice that 
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answered his enquiry was hoarse, as though 
with some ^unnatural emotion. • 

• “ Is that Harvey Grimm ? ” 

“Yes!” 

■ “ This is Aaron — Aaron Rodd. Whore are 
you ? Can you come and help ? I’m in 
trouble.” 

“ So am I,” Harvey Grimm replied, a little 
bitterly. “ What’s yours ? ” . 

“ I came down to Tilbury this morning with 
Henriette, to see her brother <)fi. We couldn’t 
find him. Hchriette got on th(‘ \yrong steamer 
and they’ve taken her off. It was a trap, 
Han’cj', do you hear ? They've got her ! ” 

“ Wh«;rc‘ are you V 

“ I’m at T.’lbury, telephoning from the 
doeks,” w'as the hoarse reply. The whole 
thing was a sell. The munition boat by which 
Brinnen wtis supposed to leave has never been 
heard of. Caii you come down ? ” 

Harvey Grimm closed the dbor tightly 
behind him and almost whispered down the 
telephone. 

“ Can you hear, Aaron ? ” 

“Vi's!” 

“ Jerry Sands has got away all right. He 
wasn’t on any immition boat ! I was arrested 
five minutes ago. I’m being taken to Scotland 
Yard, and I’ve fifty thousand pounds’ worth 
of liis diamonds p*n me! I shouldn’t worry 
about the girl if I were you, Aaron. I think 
Jerry Sands’ sister can take cara of herself ! ” 

“ Whcre'’s Cr^sswell ? ” . 


** Here with me.** ‘ 

“ Could he eome ? ** 

“ He’s joined an O.T.C. I ddn’t suppose' 
he could get leave. Bcsidc^s, can’t you undfr- 
stand, Aaron ? . She is Jerry Sands’ sister. an4 
they’re off together somewhere, Jfor certain. 

. . What’s that ? . . . What ? . . 

* There was a confused babel of sounds— 
nothing more* distinct. The connection had ‘ 
been cut. Harvey Grimm spent live minutes ; 
in vain, trying* to re-establish it. ‘Then he 
left the booth. 

“ Nice cropper for* us, Stephen,” he an- 
nounced to the poc't, who was waiting outside. 
“That was Aaron. The girl’s given him the 
slip down at Tilbury. He’s liKc a madman, of 
course.*’ * • • 

'^he inspector, who had lit his second cigar- 
ette, strolled up. 

“ I am ^afraid,” he said, “ that peoj)lc are 
beginning to recognise us. Don’t you 
think ? ” 

“ You are quite right, sir,” Harvey Grimm 
assdntcd. “ You have been very considerate. 

I am entirely at your service now. Good luck 
to you, Crcsswcll. Go back and f’nish your;; 
luncheon. You can sign the bill for me.” 

The poet played the game and departed^ 
after a hearty handshake. Harvey Grimm > 
took his scat in a taxical>; the inspector by .i 
his side, the constable opposite. T^eytlrove*^ 

“ Enquiries, fih ? ” Harvey ,Grimm rumin- ' 
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'ijtcd. {I wonder what you want to enquire 
about ? N ' 

“1 fancy/’ the inspector said confidentially, 
“that the Chief will start by having you 
searched.” 

“ What do you expect to find, if it's a fair 
question ? ” 

The ihsp(‘etqr. smiled. lie liad thrust his ' 
arm in friendly fashion through his companion’s. 

“ We’ve an idea,” he replied, “ that this 
time wc shall find a few of Jerry Sands’ dia- 
monds.” 



Chapter X The End of Jcrpniah Sands 


Aaron Rood .clasped his arms, a little further' 
around the barrel against which he was leaning, 
trod water with his feet and ■ tho\ight about : 
death. The cui^ain of a slight mist had fallen 
around him; There was nothing visible but 
the eold, grey sea, sometimes high above l(^is 
head, sometimes like a water-slide tumbling 
away many feet below' hini. ^11 around him 
he eould hear the hooting of the steamers, 
sounding their weird notes of warning from 
some unseen, unimaginable world. A few feet 
away, also clinging to a barrel, ’wa$ a bronzed 
and hairy •man in nautical attire, who was 
usinoJthe most awful language. 

“No good wasting your breath,” Aaron 
gasped. “ Try another shout.” 

T^e man did as he was advised, without 
eliciting any reply from the other side of the 
grey walls, whereupon he prbcccded once 
more, in lurid language, to express his opi^on 
of murdering foreigners, and mysterious gents 
who tempted honest tug-mastcis into doubtful 
enterprises. Suddenly he broke off. 

“ Crikey I JEre’s something on the top of 
us ! ” he exclaim^. “ Shout, guvtnor, quick 1 ”* 
Once more Aaron Rodd die V a long breath 
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and shmtcd. His voice sounded like a child^s 
falsetto, 'losV. in the stentorian roar of his 
companioiV**? demand for immediate help and 
rescue. Then the grey fofr was suddenly 
pierced. A Inige. dark mass seemed to he 
gliding aliTKJsi on the top of them. From somc- 
Avhere u]> in tJie <‘louds earne an canswering^ 
shout. Aaron .11(hI<I’s eompanif.)n was moved 
to one supreme and sneeessl’ul effort. A clear, 
loud voiis^ shouted ilireetions to them. 

“We’re lo^\e^ing ropc-s. Caleh hold, if you 
can, bt'fore the wash. We’ll lower boats in a 
minute.” 

Half a <lo'/en ropes came down like curving 
snakes. One oC them Iiit the water scarcely u 
foot from Aaron. He gripped it tightly. 

“ Twist it round your body, male,” his 
compani(m spluttered. “ Twist it two or three 
times nnind artd lu>ld oir for dear life.” 

The -next f<‘w minutes \vere barely realisable. 
Aaron felt himself tossed like a cork on to the 
top of a stH-lhing ma»i of ehurned-up sea, 
flung down again with the roar of it in his ears, 
left for a moment in pcaee and then dragged 
tlurough the water at such a pace that he found 
himself wondering whether liis arms were 
going to be tom from his body. Then he was 
shot forward with a new impetus. His bodj^ 
and arms ached 'wK'h the strain. He was only 
half fonscious.- 

“That's done it, matey,” ^e heard his 
companion shout. “ Hold on, there’s the boat 
coming.” 


■•■ t The End ^ gjgs 

Aaron Rodd never wholly lost consoy^sness. ' 
He heard the measured beat of t^e ^rs, tlie 
sharp, clear voice of the officer standing up in 
the stem. 'He saw the boat cmerA from tiie: 
gloom, heard the quick orders, felt himself 
lifted up by the shoulders, felt tlic luxury of 
something solid beneath his feet. The omeer 
*in charge of the boat looked .at the two men 
curiously. 

“ What’s this ? ” he' asked. ColKsion ?.” 

Aaron Rodd’^ companion took a long breath ' 
and tried to explain what it was. The «jfficcr 
listened to him, spcllh’ound. Thu men almost 
forgot to row. 

“Some one seems to have ^ been playing a 
dirty trick qn you, eh 'i ” the former remarked, 
when at last the manlier dcased through sheer 
exhaustion. “ Well, you can tell the Com- 
. mandcr when we get on board.’’ 

• Gradually a fuller consciousness returned to 
Aaro^i Rodd. He w?is able to walk along the 
dede of the ship they boarded, to grope his 
Avay, unaided, down the narrow stairs into 
the small cabin below, where a man was 
seated at a table with a chart before him. He 
pushed it away as the two men were ushered in* 

“ Hullo, what’s this ? ” he exclaimed. 

The officer who had brought them made a 
brief report. The Commander nodded. 

“ Fetch them some hot Whisky, quick,” he 
directed. “ Now tell us your story.” 

The tug'inastcr got in first, ^ but after a few* 
sentences the Commander stopped him. 
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“ I tj^ink I’ll get at the truth quicker from 
you,” he dedded, nodding to Aaron. Quick, 
please.”' 

Aaron pulled himself together und took a 
long'gulp of the hot whisky which was at that 
moment hnmght in. 

“ May I enquire if this is an English man-of* 
war If ” he asked, as he set the glass dowTi. 

“ His Majesty’s destroyer. Flying Fox,’^ was 
th? brief reply.. “ Now' tell me what you two 
men are' doing on barrels in the North Sea ? ” 

Aaron llodd found a ft‘W tei’se and explicit 
wowls. 

Eai-ly this morning,” he said. “ I escorted 
a young lady to Tillniry. ^Ve went tliere on 
the strength of a Ixigus U'legrani, which in- 
foitned us that her broOu'r, who is a 'Belgian 
ofrieer, \fas leaving there at midday a 
munition sl.»ip >l)onnd for Havre. We found a 
^ip’s boat waiting for us at the i!oek.mentioncd 
in the telegram, but they refusetl to takejne on 
'board with her. I thought this reasonable, as 
it was stipposcd to be a Government vcasel, 
and I stayed behind to wait for her. She was 
no sooner safely on board than the steamer 
Itoisted the 'Norwegian Hag and steamed 
off.” 

Tfie Commander stared for a moment. Tlicn 
he looked -away. 

• ** Sounds a queer story,” he observed. 

*‘.It's a true one,” Aaron assured him, Of 
course, there’s ;a reason for this abduction. 
The young lady some months ago 




“ I don’t want the whole story,” t|4 Cora-f 
mander interrupted. ” 1 want to know how 
you got into the North Sea ? ” • ' • . ’ 

“ 1 was coming to that,” Aaron*Rodd pro- 
ceeded. ” My companion can bear me out as 
to the rest. 1 hired his tug, meonjug to iToUow 
the steamer into whatever port it might (ro 
•if they refused to take me on board. We 
caught her up* and signalled her to stop. She 
manoeuvred a little, diselosed a gun, and blew 
us to pieces. The captain here and I arc the* 
only two who ever came up again.” 

The Commander glanced at the lieutenant, 
who had remained in the room. Not a wOrd 
passed between them. • 

” Who are you V ” he enquired. 

“ My name is AaroA Rodd,” was the pronipt 
reply. ” I am an American, but I have 
practised law' in Ki\gland for. a <goqd many 
years. I |fnow my story sounds fanciful, but 
therc^ no getting aWay from the sequel. ThC' 
tug-master here can confirm every word of it.” 

The tug-master proceeded to do so, and the 
two* officers listened for a time as though 
fascinated. The Commander interrupted him 
at last. 

“ What’s the name of this boat ? ” he asked. 

” She had ss. Chrisiiania painted acroSITher 
stern,” the tug-master stud, “ and she was 
flying the Norwegian flag, but tlje ship’s namcis 
new painted. I passed close alongside ycstcr-' 
day, and a 'queer-looking loj: they were oa 
board.” 


"f — ; ^ ^ 

The ^wo officers exchanged quick glances. 

“ The Christiania,** the Commander mur- 
murcd soTtly. 

Jtle paused for a moment and bent over the 
chart. Then he looked up. 

“ Take Jtr. liodd ami the tug-master to the 
ward-room,” he directed. “ Hig them both 
out iu SOUK* dry elothes and .se<^ that they have 
evcrytJiing they want.” 

Aaron Rwld had forgotten the discomfort 
of his condition. He had only one idea in his 
brain. 

“ Sir,” he luld the Commander, “ that ship, 
the i'hristiania, is in the pay of the Germans.” 

” You may be right, Mr. llcxld,” the latter 
assented. ” Wh<?n yoti have changed youi* 
elothths, come down- and have another chat, if 
I am not on the bridgt\” ^ 

Even .then Aaron lingered. 

“ Sir,” he went on, “ I know that there’s 
nothing I can say will keep yon for one moment 
from what you think to Ik* your duty. Thavc 
just had a fortune k'ft me in America. I’ll give 
a destroyer to the British Navy if you’ll over- 
haul the Christiania, search her, and take that 
young lady off.” 

The Comniander smiled. 

‘ The British Navy^ doesn’t need bribing, 
sir,” he said. “X’ve had a hint about tlie 
Christiania myself. I’ll sec what can be 
(lone: Now' off you go and get into those dry 
.clotlics.” . ^ 

The two uhexnected crucst^ were hosuitablv 
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entertained In the wardroom, and Aaron Rodd 
made a very creditable appearance, 4in hour 
later, in some oddments of naya^ uniforQpu 
They found their way on deck, but were only 
allowed at the toj) of the eompainion-wey. 
The foj» had hftetl. There were Imlf a dozen 
steamers in sijjlit, and tlu* destrojer seemed to* 
, be eoniplelinj; a rather violent eurv'e. Sud» 
denly there were loud orders, 'Fin* roar of the 
machinery was lessened. She glided throuf^i 
the water, slaekenin/f spr<‘d at every insti^nt. 
Looking do\M»*tiu' <Ieek they eould st*e a sighH 
nhn*h thrilled them both. The tug-master 
understoo<l il bettir fhan Aaron, 

‘‘She's cleaied for action, gnv'nor!”’he 

< xckiuned. “ 'Flic gunners ^ire all at their 
posts. Sec the signal. My God, that’s the 

< liristiania ! ” 

fie pointed to the steamer round tvhieh 
had circhsl. • • * • 

“Thieve signaljid her to slop,” he eon- 
tinutsl. ” If I g< t my hands on lh<* captain 1 
. . . Hullo, allot h< r signal 1 Watch it, guv’nor. 
Tlwt's the last call- ‘Ileavetoat onecor’— — ” 
“ Or what ? ’’ Aaron llorld aski'd. 

The tug-master sina^*k(d his lips . 

” Those little si\-iiieh boys' will talk,” he 
replied, with gusto. ” We eould ser^jJ^ the 
Chrhiiania to the bottom in something Im, 
than thirty seconds. YoXi^ watch the angle of 
those gun.s. Ix>ok at the man’s fae^ who’if 
just had aiv order ! He’s trained on her. . . 
My God I ” 
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tTho.\Christinnia had pursued her course* 
Suddenly there was a deafening roar, a vibra- 
tion wliic^h «ho()k tiu: ship. Fifty yards in 
front of'tlie Christiania the sea was all churned 
into foam.* 


“ It’s Just an ’int ! ” the tug-master ex- 
claimed in •deliglit. “ It's a hhinkety ’int ! 
Look at ’em running about on board.” • 

There were signs of an immeivse ec)mmotion 
on board the Christiania. Another signal 
sloyly lluttered to the "masthead. The tug- 
mast<‘r, wlio was waU;lnng the steamer’s pro- 
gress, grimjed. 

‘‘ They're gi^^ng in,” he (h'elared. “ They’ve 
stopped the engines. OIj, if tliey'd only let me 
go on board her j ” 

The lieutenant eame running liglitly down 
the britlge and a])pvbaehed Aanm. 

..'. ■•‘\Ve a're sending a erew on board ‘the 
Christiania,^ l^• announced. You'd latter 


go and. see if you ean identify tiie ywiing lady. 
There's a boat being lowentd from the«»ther 
deck.” 


“ May I go along, sir ” the tug-magter 
asked eagerly. 

The ofiiccr shook his head. 


“ You stay ‘where you are, my man,” he 
directed. “ You'll get compensation for your 
tug,~il’ your story turns out to be true.” 

The man- sighed.'^' 

Thcrc’.s two sorts of compensation,” he 
nuitterod. as he spat upon his ha^ds. 

* Aaron Rodd sa£: by the side qf the lieutenant. 



and though he had never done such a thing in 
his life before, he stepped confidently up the* 
rope ladder after him and boardinl the Chnf~ 
tiania. The captain was waiting to* receive 
them. He was a small, very faitf man, who 
spoke English with a harsh and guttural accent. 
His manner was cxcee<lingly perturbed. * 
“ By what right, will you tell me, this 

t )iraey ? '* he. demanded, barely accepting the 
ieutenanl's salute. “My papers were cleared 

in London. Mv cargo ” ■ 

“ A few words u ith you below, if you plcas^ 
Captain,*’ the lieutenant interrupted. “You 
had better stay on deck, Mr. llodil,” he added, 
looking around. 

Aaron >\alked up and down ajid endeavourtsi 
unsueeessfully to eoiwrse witli various mem- 
bers of the crew. T/k* slop bore all the us\)id 
evWenees of being a small cargo sUainer, • 
there was, to his fancy, sonn lliiilg sinister in 
the ap|M*aranee of^the sailors and the sound 
of their eon\ ei’sation as they pcHiittsl^ivthc 
destroyer— long, grey and evil-looking, rising 
and falling njK>n the waves, a short distance 
away. Suddenly a man who might have bc*en 
a stcw'ard appeansl from below and touched 
him on the shoulder. 

“ Come this way, please,” he invited. 

He led Aaron downstairs into a dark, ocTorif-^ 
crous saloon. The captain and 'the English* 
lieutenant were seated at uic top of one of tho 
long tables.. The latter motioned Aaron, llodd 
to approach. 


• “ Tire captain denies having any passenger on 
board, Mr. Rodd,” he obsciv'ed. 

••**1 a£ young lady taken on board at 
; Tilbiny,*’ ^aron pronounec*d firnrly. “ She 
was brought here under a false pretext, and 
^she is here now.” 

“It is liot true,” the captain declared 
furiously. “ There is no young lady cm l)oard.” ' 
. . “ Wliat do you say to that, Mr: llodd ? ” the 
lieutenant (‘lupiired. 

y ,, Aaron leaned a litH<‘ forward*. lie stretehed 
out his hand, and the eaj)liiin foe ii moment 
shrank bax'k. * 

“ The man is lying,” he said ealinly. “ The 
young lady was brought, here under tin* pretext 
of seeing la-r bntlher. If this vessel is allowed 
t(> proceed on its w.«.y trt Norway 'she will be 
ijitcrcepted soin<*wh<‘re by a th rnian boat, jjnd 
^jUie young hvly.will be nuide a prist»j)»;r. That 
'^is a certainly.’' , 

“..TV* gev.lleman has mfide a mistake,^ the 
^ captain iIl^isled. “ There were many vessels 
lying in the Thames yesterday morning. We 
do not carry passengers.” 

. The boatswain of the destroyer, who had 
accompanied them on board, entered the 
saloon and, coming up to the lieutenant, 

^ salifiUU. 

“ Could I have a 'word with you, sir ? ” lie 
• asked. 

The lieutenant rose to his feet;, and retired 
.for a few moments to the further end of the 



salooiv When he returned, manid^r had 
undergone a change. 

“Captain Hooge,” he said, “in confiraxa- 
tion of this gentleman’s story 1 find that .you 
have two concealed guns on board, and there 
Sire other suspirious circumstances which my 
boatswain has ppinltsl out, which confirm my^ 
^own impressions about you. I am signalling 
*for a prize cfcw and shall take you to Har* 
wnch. 

The captain sfirang to his .feet. Ifis ^cs 
were red with fury. ^ 

“ You djtnmed, mcddle.some Englishnum ! ’’ 
he cried. “ If you kefp me hen* another .hour, 
you will hear of it ! My (iovernment will 
protest. It is contrary to the accepted prin- 
ciples of m^^ritime law.” * 

“ It is very iiiuch*agailist the principles of 
maritime law*, as I rea<l it,” the •lieutenant 
answer«*d coolly, “ for you to -hlmv lo pieces, 
with a eoaeenh'd gun, a tug which simply came 
up you questions. Now W a saatsiblc 

man, I’aptuin H<M»ge. I shall have your ship 
searched from top to bottom. If the young 
lady is found, you will iiave to stand your 
trial in an Knglish court on .an .c.vtrcmcly 
serious charge.” * 

“ If there is any young lady on boarc^” the 
captain declared sullenly, “it is withou£*my 
knowledge. I will go and»s<*e the purser.” 

“We will come, too,” *the' lieutenant said • 
dryly. ^ “ . • < 

They passed .down a little companion-way... 



The captain opened the door of a small state* 
room and talked for some time in Norwegian 
to a bearded and spectacled man. Tlie latter, 
aft^r some^time, turned towards the two men 
and spoke in English. 

** There is a young lady here. She must have 
boarded us by accident. VVe .were on the point 
of starting, and we could not land her. Come, 
this way.” 

They followed the man down a long gloomy 
passage. He knocked at the door of a state* 
Toom at the end of it. A faint voice answered. 
The door was thrown open. lienriettc, white 
and eager, stood .shrinking hack against the 
wall. There was a rash of cold air into the 
place. 

” Aaron ! ” slu* c.xclaimed in bla^ik astonish- 
inml. ” Aaron Hoild ! 

AVords Tailt'd her altogether. It secmctl*too 
wonderful. * Slu; peertxl 'into his face, shook 
him by the shoulders, ^and linally almost 
collapsed r.Y his arms. — 

“ It’s all right, lienriettc,” he cried, his own 
voice shaking. “ You're quite safe.” , 

“ But where did you come from ? How did 
you get hen* ? ” slu; gasped. 

“ I followed' in a tug,” he told her. “ These 
pleasant people blew us up.*’ 

” I heard the gun ! ” she cried. “ I saw the 
tug. I .saw it go (hlwii ! I saw the men swim- 
.ining in the water. It was horrible.'’ 

■“ 1 was one. of them,” Aarcgi continued. 

The master and I were picked up by an 


English destroyer. This is one of the ofiicersv 
I managed to make them believe my story and 
we overhauled and boarded your ostcami^. 
We are going to take it into Harwich. You are 
safe, Henriette.” 

She began to sob. The tears stood in 
Aaron’s own eyes as he saw thrust throu^ 
the open porthole the umbrella on wliich She 
had tied various fragments of' clothing. 

“ 1 have been wavjng this out of tlie port'* 
hole,” sho expUined hysterically. “ I thoflghjt 
they might sec. I was locked in until a.mumcnt 
ago.” , 

Better bring the young lady up on deck,” 
the officer sugge sted. “ We've no aecoini.noda- 
tion for you on board the Flj/ififi Fu:v> but I am 
going to signal the Cnjjmiunder for a pri/,e crew, 
and place ike captain and olliecrs oJ:' this ship 
under arrest, so you'll both fi-el^qujte safe here. 
You’ll b(! in ilarwielf in five hours and we shall 
be standiftg bv all Uie time.” ' 

” Y'cvk won’t Icaw me, Aaron ? ’ she begged. 

“ Not I ! ” he answered heartily. 

“.I expect I shall take the steamer in,” the 
officer remarked. “ You arc quite vale now, 
young lady,'’ he? added rcajis'uringly. “ I 
should come on d(?ek and get a little fresh air, 
if I were you." 

She clung to Aaron as thgy passc'd out. They 
met the captain and the •putjicr talking tQ- 
gethor in the companion-way. The former 
saluted a litt4e awkwardly. ^ ^ . 

“ Sorry to hear that there jvas a mistake. 


miss,” he said. ** We were expecting a young 
lady on board, the daughter .of the owner, vho 
lu^ been giving hcT people some trouble.” 

Henrietta- simply looked at the. man. He 
turned away. 

*“ ”1 want to go on deck,” she whispered to 
Aaron. “ 1* want to get away from this 
atmosphere. Come quickly, please. . . . Oh, 
look, look ! ” 

Hidf a dozen Engli.sh sailors came down the 
^ corflpanion-way^ They were iu war trim and 
they looked like rud<ly goliaths by the side of 
the pale, ana'inie-looking crew of the Chris- 
tiania. Ilcnricttc gave a little sob. 

‘* I feel safe,” she cried, “ safe, after all. . . . 
Aaron ! ” 

” Yes, dear V ” . • • 

Her little fae«‘, so white and ])itifiil, was 
strained, up. to. his. Tlie^ ghost of one of’her 
old provoeiitive smiles (piiveretl at her lips. 

Even J^eojxjld,'’ she murmured,*” will not 
be able to say ‘ no ’ any longer. Do y .rknow 
that you are a wonderful person ? You are 
like one of those heroes in romances. There 
never was such a rescue.” 

He pros-saf Jier arm. 

” Our last adventure,” he whispered, “ is 
going to be the greatest of all.” 


.The magistrate's court was crowded almost 
.to suffocation w)ien for the third time Haivey 
Grimm was 'charged with Imving aided and 


t , 

abetted in the theft of various jewels found in 
his possession. The solicitor for the Troasui^ 
rose at once when called upon, icrhane, .ey^ 
apologetic, .yet firm. • 

“ I trust that this time, lir. Dyson,”, the: 
magistrate remarked, “ yoii arc in a position* 
to offer sufficient •cv'idcncc to cnalilo me either 
io ilischarge or to send tluj prisoner ffir 
trial ? ” • 

The solicitor for thy Treasury proceeded tO' 
explain. ^Ic reminded their Worships that tha. 
prisoner hacl been discovered last week, owing 
to the assiduous effort.** of Mr. Brodie, actually 
engaged in secretly cutting up and disguising 
valuable diamonds. TJiere was no question 
at all but that these diamonds were stolen. 
Tlie trouble? which tiie prosecution' Iiad .to 
e'ontcnd with was the fact that they were? 
stoldh in America, and that somp etf tl^u stones 
had been mutilated in such a fashion as to 
render thein almost •unrccogni.sabl^ A epm- 
missioirJitom the police force of New York had 
already sailed, not only to identify the jewels, 
but •with a strong hope of identifying the 
prisoner as a confederate of one of tlie most 
notorious jewel thieves of, this' g.?neration. 
He was exceedingly sorry to have to ask for a 
fourth remand, but in this case there wdS*1io 
alternative. , , 

He sat down. A mild-munncycd man arose 
from his side and addressed the magistrate. . 

” Your Worship,” he said, am.defcnding 
the prisoner. In*thc event of Ute prosecution 
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• having no further evidence to offer to-day, 
which I understand to be the case, may 1 be 
allowed tg t‘all a witness ? ” ^ 

The magistrate coughed. 

“ You would be within your righk, Mr. 
«Ransomc,” he admitted, leaning forward and 
looking over his eyeglasses, “ but I iiccd 
scarcely- rcr.w^d you that, to a certain extent^ 
.by calling witnesses for tlu; tlefence at this 
stage of the prweedings you might possibly 
.prejudice your' client’s case.” . 

The solicitor bowed. 

“ My client being a. wholly innocent man, 
your Worship,” he said, is “only anxious to 
have the truth known as soon as possible.” 

“ You can do as ytm clioose, Mr. llansomc,” 
the inagistratc consented. 

. There was a moment's whispering. A name 
only parlhjlyjieard was calleil outside, and a 
ripjih! of interest pas.sed through the court 
when' Captain Briimen, still in his Belgian 
unilbVm, altered the witness-box. The«volieitor 
for the prosecution looked a little staggered. 
The. solicitor for the defence stood up. . 

“ Will you tell the magistrate your name ? ” 
he asked. 

The witness bowed. 

• “ Leopold Francis Henri Brinnen de Floge.'* 

“ And your titl(*s ? ” 

“ Comte dc Malaison, Baron d’Aschc, Cheva- 
lier di Scolo, Vicomte de Floge.” 

There was a distinct sensat^n in court, a 
sense of impending events which left every one 



pleasmitly <ixcited. Harvey Grimm leaned i 
mnvard, gripping at the rail in front of him. : 

“ You are, I believe,” the solieitdr coiiitinucd; 
“ a godson of the late King of the Jjelgiahs' ? ** 
“That is so,” the witn<‘ss admitted. 

“ Do you know anything of the |>risoher ? ”* 
The witness glanced at Harvey Ciriinm and, 
meeting his astounded stare, g*^JSccd him ItaT 
Yriendly fashion. 

“ Certainly,” he replied. “ Mr. Harvey- 
Grimm is ,a valjued ne<pmintariee. I engugca 
him recently to reent and, if possible, to 
present to me in an ajtcred form a variety of 
precious stones.” * • 

“ May I ask your reason for this ? ” tlie 
solicitor empiired. • 

“ It is a matter of i^mo'^t political history,” 
the witness explained, turning to^'^{ards th<^ 
magistrate. ” The l)c Fh.ge ♦•^jlleel.ion of 
diamonds is famous,* I believe I m’av sav, 
throughout the world. They wcs’c the sUh joeh 
at the^jjjjK; of the oulbn-ak «)f tJle*warr*<^ a 
lawsuit between the German hraneh of the; 
l)e Floge family and my own. During the 
hearing of the ease, the jewels were, deposited 
by common consent at the Antwerp Museum, 
where anybody who is an expert in the.se 
matters w'ill tell you that tlujy have 
inspected by connoisseurs ^from all over the 
world. With the invasion of our country, my 
grandfather and 1 determined to do our best 
to prevent thege jew’cls, which were worth’ an 
immen^ sum, fr»m falling intQ the* hands of 
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•the enemy. The curators of the Antwerp 
Museum, although they were under a bond, 
consented under the circumstances, to hand 
them overoto our branch of the family, and 
they were transported to niy grandfather's' 
' chateau, w'Jiich is vojy near the French frontier, 
just before the sack of Antwerj). Subsequently 
ihy grand^iifki,*er and my sister, the Comtessc 
• de Flogc, aft er 'a s<.;ries of remarkable adveu" 
tures, in which tlic .latl<T especially was 
jfohcc'rncd, nninagc'd to escape to England 
with the bulk of the jewels. lily cousin, 
however, who repres<'n,ts the (Jerinan side of 
our family, has scizcil our lanils and home and 
has made desperate attempts in various direc- 
tions to secuR- also the jewels, which the 
authorities would now award him as a matter 
of ebUrs(». I tleeine<l it wise, hearing all these 
things jn iniiul. lo yield to iny grandfaHier’.s 
almost passionate insistenec and dispose 
Vi nnmy jus jiossible.*’ ' 

Tliere was a great sensation in Mr. 

Ilarvjy Criinm asked fur a chair and sat 
down. 

“ Did you,” the solicitor for the defence 
asked, “ inipbse entire secrecy upon Mr. 
Harvey Grimm ? ” 

* ‘"L’ndcr the peculiar circumstances of the 
easir, I did,” was; the prompt reply. 

The solicitor turned to the magistrate. 

, “ Tiierc is nothing left, your Worship,” he 
said, *' but for, me to a.sk you/Co sanction the 
immediate release of ray client.” 
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Heiresumed his scat. The solicitor for the' 
prosecution promptly arose. 

**I may dc allowed, your WoBship,” . hev 
tasked, “ to. cross-examine the. witness ? ” 

“ Certainly, ’’.the magistrate assojated, . 

“ May I ask you, sir, whether ypu have any* 
evidence in support of these extraordinajj^ 
^statements of yours ? ” 

The. young Ynan bowed. 

“ Certainly,” he replied. .** The Bcl^ah> 
Minister, who wjis my father’.s gr(*atest frie^ . 
and relative, and the Prineess Augusta, my 
godmother, are both. J b<*Iieve, present.’’ 

The solicitor for the prosecution turned *to 
the magistrate. 

“ If these witnesst« may bt? called and are 
found to support thn st(vy, your Worship,” 
he said, “ the ease for the prosecution • is 
withdrawn.” , . . 

Leop<»ld, de Flogc left the witness-box, 
strolled along the Ifaek of the la:n «-‘be.<y. ,,a,»^ 
held oHMiis liand to Harvey Grimm. 

” My profound regrets and apologies,” be 
murtnured. ” I wait here and wc will lunch 
together.” 

^le court rocked itself witli’ excitement. 
The Belgian Minister was called and promptly 
took his place in the witness-box. Asked*if '1ic 
knew the last witness, his reply was comprehen- ’ 
sivc* ^ 

“The Vic^te de Hoge,” he said, "*18. the ^ 
first noblemamin Belgium. lie is a. godson of. , 
the late king, i^ himself connected witli^thc 




royal family, and is a young man* whose 
gallantly in the field has won special com- 
mendation irom the King.** 

. ** Do yon know anything about the De Floge, 
diamond.?” 

“ Certainjiy,” the witness replied. They 
are of hi^rical aiid priceless value, and 
special efforts were made to seize them at 
Antwerp Museum. My friend, the Vicumte 
de Floge, was able to rescue them just in time. 
I«niay say that he consulted me, and under 
the diflicult circumstances I advised him to 
dispose of as many as possible secretly. Very 
powerful influences have been brought to bear 
through a neutral country, to effect their 
restoration.” ‘ 

The magistrate bowed and tlie tritnCss stood 
dowh^ ‘rhere was a moment’s wliispcrcd 
eonsultiltiop lietwocu tliQ two solicitors, 'then 
one of thehi stood up. 

. -‘.t^Ihe case for the prosecution is withdrawn, 
your Worehip,” he announced. ‘ 

Harv'ey Grimm and Ltiopold de Floge, by 
the courtesy of the magistrate, left the court 
by the back entrance, arm in arm. The former 
was looking a little haggard from his six days’ 
detention, and was scarcely his usual spick- 
afld-fipan self. He was a little dazed, too. He 
leaned back in a luxurious motor-car and tried 
to realise what *’had happened. His first 
qiiesttdh was not an unnatural o.ie. 

“ Will you tell me,” he ai»ked earnestly, 
'* wCiv vniir' lA'andfathcr. aifd vou. and VOUr 


all practically confdi^ that you irere 
Jeremiali San^, the international j^wcl thief ?** 
I must admit that th(| idea was my’o^vn,** 
JDe Floge 'explained. “Vou see* we were 
extremely anxious that no one should know 
who^ jewels these reallw were. The one way 
to ensure absolute scertny was to .dispose 
them as stolen property. That is what we did^ 
an(FT must say that under the eircumStances, 
Mr. Grimm, your silenct; was more than admii>, 
able. To a great extent, I must -admit, 
were humouring - iny grandfather, Who was 
oppressed the whojc of tlie time with a neryj^us 
fear of being ordered'tiy the Rritish Govern- 
ment to restore tlu-ni. * llis death makes all 
the difference — in fact, I havh this morning 
entrust^ the whole of the rest -of my collection 
to Qiristic’s, and they will fjffer them f(»r sale 
as soon as the South .American •buyers can be 
duly advised. It is, perhaps, just as well that 
we have passed the* crisis, for I .ece h)(..Uvis 
morning papers that Jeremiah Sands was 
arrested at Chicago yesterday.” 

Harvey Grimm cleared his throat. 

“ You haven’t such a thing as ci'jan ttc, I 
suppose ? ” • . . 

Ue Floge produced his case at once. 

” My profound apologies,” he said. * I 
should have known the one ^hing you needed 
most after this regrettable detention.” 

‘‘To thin^* Harvey Grimm mutC^e^ to 
himself, " tha^I^stolc way down ta I.<etchow- 
iski’s dnd lived in terror of mj^lifc, with^i^t 



’ rat of a Brodic dofiiging my footsteps, and all 
the time I plight ^.vc iitt^ed up a laboratory 
and have done ray y ork at home ! ” 

“That ^ould nev^r have done,” De Flo^.. 
objected. . “ By the decision of the Belgian 
' courts — (icrman inspired, of course, but still 
, according to the law* of the land — ^the whole 
of the jewels aye, in a way, stolen property: 
Still — it is not the sort of theft 'that couiils.” 

' ^ Jfarvey Grimm looked out of tlie wmdows. 

- TOCic A\as a queer sort of plaintive happiness 
dawniirg in his face. 

V .It's London all riglit,” hr murmured, “ the 
Strand, too. ... I never Uiou^lit tt) see them 
again— not till I was an old man, at any rate. 
Where arc we inning ? ” 

‘‘ The'Milan for lanelAHm," l)e Llogc replied, 
“where you will meet some fiiends. I jiave 
more womK-rs to tell .y<»u. Will you hear 
theni .first or wait till you Iiav<i Inul a coek- 
■ t«e d A >?■ I ■•'di— 

** More wondere,” Harv'cy Grimm ifturmurcd, 
/“ and this is the city whicl: lacks the s{>irit of 
adventure ! 1 think,” he w'cnt on, as ‘tlicy 

stepped out of the car and walked towards 
the smoke-room, “ you must leave this to me. 
There is just one concoction— I can’t call it by 
a* name. I must speak to Coley. What a 

cigarctt<» I ” he >WKt on. “ For sLv days ” 

• “ I know,”. 1 Jo* Flogc interrupted. “lam 
sorry will try and make uir for it.” 

Tlicy drank «a cocktail tpgmhcr, and the 
.se»'^e of unfcdlity began to*fall away. • Once 






\ 3^ Endfof Jeremiah San^ . ' ' ' \ 

\ I " ' ' 

The poet came Vo theiy with outstretched 
han;]s. * 

. “ My heartiest {onfpratulstions ! ” he ex- 
claimed, 'pausing ' before rlarVey Grimtn:' 
“You will be able to write* a ballad of tije 
How Stw«t cills. Perhaps I will collaborate. 
J[]; will mean immortality for you. Whore do 
I sit ? *' , 

A place was found for h>‘ He, to.'), rifi.sod 
.tlu* wine-glass- which he"'’* • • ’•w’front of him, 
'nr?.!!. tipiJ, but was cV V F' a^c. 

1“ vrill, with * * ” the latter 

pn- posed, “drink It. * my dear 

sister, Hcnricttc, ano ■ 1 ■>,' d mine, 

too, tiiat is to be,” he au • - \ -“Mr. 

Aaron Rodd. * They art ' t. , , ■ ' this 

month, and if you wotiid . ’‘'r- 

ful entertainment during tl ■ . >. *• 

luncheon, -lAicy shall recount t> 

«tf_ the hast six day.s. pnm.-. '■ s--. ' i;. 

•’*^arv-‘*y-4Iri:nm, that yours will s. ■ a 

nonotonous,” 

\ They listened to the story, told by . , as . 4 
sSrpplemented by the other. It was ah • i v. 
in C '^hc poet was frankly envious. 

‘•'‘•ARer all,''' he grumbled, “ it seems to tui- 
that 1 am the one wdio treads the dreary pt « 
ot commonplace life.” 

De lenn»*^l' across towards him. 

“ he schd, “ that is not w^.olly true, ^ I 
.>oth you and I, along diffc^it paths, *i/ 
nlcdged to the* greatest and most w'ondcilui 
s.fj-<v.nture the world can offer. We have 











